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PREFACE. 



Of the following " Dramatic Scones," some were written 
thirty, and the others forty years ago : the first six scenes 
(published in 1819 and 1820) being now materially con- 
densed and altered. 

The Miscellaneous Poems, constituting " Part the Third " 
in the present volume, have never been before printed. 
"With the exception of three small pieces of verse, they 
bear date many years back. They have, however, been 
corrected, in some instances completed, more recently. 

In all probability, this book is the last with which I 
shall try the patience of the Public. 

At one time, I — ^in common with other lovers of the 
charming Art of Poesy — prepared myself to enter those 
lists, where the Muses are said to award a wreath to 
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PREFACE. 



oaoh of the bolder combatants ; but a long life of labour 
(my destiny) ensued, presenting few intervals of leisure, 
and forcing my thoughts into another course. 

If years have not " brought the philosophic mind," 
they have at least quelled those aspirations which are 
troublesome only to the young ; and I now feel that I 
ought to disburthen myself from my armour, and leave to 
more active and heroic spirits, the glory of the struggle, 
and the crown that awaits success. 

B. W. rROCTEU. 
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Hart tbt ^irst. 






LUDOVICO SFORZA. 



Ill dow rnlns tijt^ 
And In a molonahoLy tboQ|fht T'11 tn 
Her flgura 'fun ma. Viaw 1 hAvo It 
Inugtution worka I how sbo cod U 



And. Btay, sir, star: 
Tou an too bat, nad I ha 
To temper your high vulb 



WnsTEB— nc ITAtM itai^ Act III. 

i brought you phTalQ 

I Impoulbte : 



TIlou ut too Bwect And gontio. 
And: No, I am noL 

BiiDUam AMD FLETcnEB— 7A( Uaid'i Tnigoly, A 



LUDOVICO SFORZA. 



[ThiB icene Ib founded partly on a fket in Italian history. Ladorioo Sfom, 
uncle of Uie young Duke of Milan, was present at his marriage with 
Isabella, grand-daughter of the King of Naples. Sforza was much struck 
with the beauty of Isabella; and it was supposed that he caused his nephew. 
Galcazzo, to be poisoned. The last scene, which occurs after the laiMo of a 
y«ir, is imnginary.J 



SCENE l.—A Street. 



BuKE or Milan. Ludoyico Sfobza. 



DUKE. 



And this proud ladj, was she chaste as fair P 



SrORZA. 

Pure as the flame that burnt on Dian's altar, 
And loyelj as the morning. Oh I she shone 
Like one of those bright shapes of fabling Greece, 
(Bom of the elements,) which, as men tell. 
Wooed mortals to their arms. A form more beautiful, 
Houri or child o' the air, ne'er glanced upon 
A poet's dream, nor in Arabian story 
Guve promise of their vaunted paradise. 
Then, her voice was sweet 
5 



DBAHATIC SCENES. 

And tuned to music, bearing with it a charm, 
Like numbers floating from the breathod flute, 
Caught afar off, — and which the idle winds 
Of June, through wantotmesa at evening, fling 
O'er banks and beds of fiowers. 



And she ia dead ? 



[IflABiLiA appear* tU a tcindoK. 



Dead, dead ! No ; what is this ? quick, tell me, sir. 
Ton vision ? 



TTucle, look upon her, — there. 



I see ; the grave gives up its habitant. 
It is herself, — her shadow. Can the eye 
Besume its lustre, after death has drawn 
His filmy veil around it ? Look ! 



My lord P 



(IsiBELU Itavet the window. 





'Tia leabeUa, sir ; in^ bride. 



Tour bride ? 

Shfl'B yerj hir. 1 hnie seen the face before ; 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Dreamed of it — ^somewhere : where ? I know not where. 
I'll dream no more, but think ; and act, — ^perhaps. ^ 

Enter Isabella attended; Piebo db Medici, and otfiert. 

PUKE. 

Mj Isabella ! jou hare rested well, 
After your journey ? well ? Patigue seems loth 
To harm you ; and your eyes are spared, I see. 
For many a Milan conquest. 



ISABELLA. 



There's but one 

My duty bids me look to. 



DUKE. 



And your heart ? 



ISABELLA. 



And — and my heart. 



DUKE. 



Come hither ! a few words- 



BB MEDia. 



My lord, my lord ! 



[7%ey talk aridc 



BVOBZA. 

Ha 1 my De Medici ! welcome. 
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LU0OVICO SFOBZA. 

91 MIDICI. 

Thanks, dear Sforza ; 

Are you so wrapped in dreams you miss your friends ? 



8P0BZA. 

No ; *tis my nephew, in a faiiy dream, 
Forgets me. 

DUKE. 

My dear uncle, pardon, pardon. 

This is my guardian, dearest Isabel : 

My father, I should say : I pray you love him. 

SrOBZA. 

Ludoyico Sforza, lady, and your knight ; 
If you wiU own so poor a one. 

ISABILLA. 

Thanks, sir. 

Look ! Those are the Alps, my love. 

BFORZA. 

Ay ; turn your eyes 

Here, madam. Look I methinks their snowy crowns 

Shine radiantly as they had seen the cfun. 

9 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

DUKI. 

The very hills give welcome to my love ; 
And everything seems happy now, hut most 
The heart of Milan. 

ISABELLA. 

Tou will spoil me, sir, 

SrORZA. 

This day looks like 

The holiday of Nature, madam, and you 

The queen oft. 

ISABELLA. 

Pray, no more. 

DUEK. 

No more then. Come ! 

The hexit will mar you : let us seek the shade. 

SFOBZA. 

rU follow. lExeutu. 

She's gone^ — and it is night. What ! shall I in age 

Sink into folly ? and this puny boy 

To cheat his tutor ! It may please him now 

To rei^n in Milan : no, no, that's my care. 

Oh ! what an eye she has : It is not likely 

She will live quiet hero : her look forbids it. 

10 



She Trill be Duk« : And I Now had I bcwo 

The sftme Ludovico Sfona vho did wiu, 
Some twenty yean aff>, the prize at Florence, 
Perhapa she might have loved me. Love F — that I 
Might conquer ; or my ambition. Ah, but here 
Both spur me on : my path is traced, — but where ? 
That's hid in the mist of time. I'll think upon't. 
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SCENE II. — A Boom, with a Banquet, 
[A year hcu pcuted,"] 



ISABELLA. 



■_# 



Time lags, and sliglits his duty. I remember 

The days when he would fly. How sweet they were! 

Then I rebuked liis speed, and now — and now 

I drench his wing with tears. How heavily 

The minutes pass ! Can he avoid me ? No. 

I hear a step come sounding through the hall. 

It w the murderer, Sforza. Now, my heart ! 

Eise up in thy full strength, and do the act 

Of justice bravely. So, he's here. 



Enier Sforza. 



8F0RZA. 



My love ! 

O my delight, my deity ! I am come 

To thank you for being gracious. I am late P 



TSABKLLA. 

No : in the best of times, sir. 



12 




Yet jaa look 

Not gAj, my Isabella. Kought has happened 

To shake jour pronuBe ? 



Be aesured of tbat. 

Doubt not, nor chide, ntj lord. My heart, you know, 



I'KA.MATl'' .-''i:.\h.-. 

Faiib I'iiiiit at liiiiL'^i. To-iiighl i'il Ju my bcbi 
To entertain you as you merit. 

BFOBZA. 

Better, I hope^ my Isabel. 

ISABELLA. 

Tour grace 

May challenge any thing ; from me the most. 

Although a widow, not divested quite 

Of all her sorrows, I am here to smile 

Like tearful April on you : but you'll grow 

To vanity, sir, unless some stop be put 

To your amorous conquests. I must do't. 

8F0EZA. 

You shall, 

You shall, my Isabella. 

ISABELLA. 

Sir, I will. 

You shall be wholly mine, till — death shall part us. 
I have been full of miseries : they have swelled 
My heart to bursting. You shall soothe me. 



8F0RZA. 

How? 



ISABELLA. 

We'll find a way : nay, not so free, my lord ; 

11 



LUDOVICO SFOBZA. 

I must be won with words, (though hollow ;) smiles, 
And vows, (although you mean them not,) kind looks 
And excellent flattery. Come, my lord, what say you ? 
I'm all impatience. 

8F0BZA. 

Oh ! what can I say P 

Thou art so lovely, that all words must fail. 
They of whom poets sing men say were shadows ; 
Thus will they swear of thee. 

ISABELLA. 

Alas ! my lord, 

I have no laureate here to lie in rhyme ; 

So must remain unsung. 



SrORZA. 

But I will have 

Your name recorded in the sweetest verse ; 
And sculptors shall do honour to themselves 
And their delicious art by fashioning thee ; 
And painters shall devise for us a story. 
Where thou and I, loye, shall be seen reclining, 
Thou on my arm 

IflABItLLA. 

A happy thought ! 

15 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

8F0RZA. 

And in 

The guise of the throned Juno ; I as Jove, 
In his diviner moments, languishing 
Beneath thy look. 

ISABELLA. 

She was a shrew, my lord, 

That queen o' the heavens, and I 



SFORZA. 

Then thou shalt be drawn 

Like her who, in old inimitable tales. 

Was pictured gathering flowers in Sicily, 

And raised to Pluto's throne : methinks she was 

A beautiful prophecy of tliee ; and there 

Mountains shall rise, and grassy valleys lie 

Asleep r the sun, and blue Sicilian streams 

Shall wander, and green woods, (just touched with light,) 

Shall yield their foreheads to some western wind 

And bend to bright Apollo as he comes 

Smiling from out the east. What more ? Why you 

Shall kneel and pluck the flowers, and look aside 

Hearkening for me ; and — I will be there, (a god,) 

Bushing tow'rds thee, my sweet Proserpina. 

ISABELLA. 

An ugly story ! 



LUDOVICO SFOUZA. 

flfOMA. 

How, aweet ? 

I8ABBLLA. 

You would take me 

To — Hell then ? but forgive me : I am ill ; 
Distract at times : we*ll now forget it all. 
Come, you will tast^ my poor repast ? 



BWOhZA. 



Oh, surely. 



ISABELLA. 



We'll be alone. 



aroMA. 
'Tis better. Yet I have [The^feoMt^ 

No relish for common viands. Shall 1 drink 
To thee, my queen ? 

I8ABKLLA. 

To me, sir. This (look on't) 
Is a curious wine ; and like those precious drops 
Sought by philosophers, (the life elixir,) 
Will make you immortal. 

SrOBZA. 

Give it me, my love. 

May you ne'er know an hour of sorrow. 

17 I) 
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ISABELLA. 



Ha! 

Stay, stay : soft, put it down. 

SFORZA. 

Why, how is this ? 

ISABELLA. 

Would — ^would you drink without me ? Shame upon you ! 
Look at this fruit : a sea-worn captain, one 
Who had sailed all 'round the world, brought it for me 
Prom the Indian isles ; the natives there, men say. 
Worship it.* This. 

SFORZA. 

It has a luscious taste. 

My nephew, when he lived, loved such a fruit. 



ISABELLA. 

Thanks, spirits of vengeance ! 

Now you shall taste the immortal wine, my lord, 

And drink a health to Cupid. 



[Aiide. 



SFORZA. 

Cupid, then. 

He was a cunning god : he dimmed men's eyes, 

'Tis prettily said i' the fable. But my eyes 
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LUDOVICO SFORZA. 

(Yet how I love !) are clear as though I were 
A stoic. Ah ! 



ISABELLA. 



What ails iny lord ? 



8F0BZA. 



The wine is cold. 



ISABELLA. 

You'll find it warmer, shortly. 

It is its nature, as I'm told, to heat 

The heart. My lord, I read but yesterday 

Of an old man, a Grecian poet, who 

Devoted all his life to wine, and died 

O' the grape. Methinks *twas just. 



BfORZA. 

'TiR'as so. This wine 

ISABELLA. 

And stories have been told of men wliose lives 
Were infamous, and so their end. I mean 
That the red murderer has himself been murdered ; 
The traitor struck with treason : He who let 
The orphan perish, came himself to want : 
Thus justice and great Qod have ordered it ! 
19 




So that tho Bceno of evil has been turned 
Againat tho actor ; pain pnid bock with pain ; 
And— poison yi'wn Jbr poUon . 



my he-irt ! 



LUDOVICO SPORZA. 

ISABELLA. 

Is the wine still so cold, sir ? 

SrORZA. 

I am burning. 

Some water: I bum with thirst. Oh! what is this ? 

ISABBLLA. 

You're pale : I'll call for help. Here ! 

ScrvAnts enUr, 

Ti^ADBLLA. 

Bind that man 
To his seat. 



SPORZA. 



Ah ! traitress. 



ISABELLA. 



Leave us now, — alone. [ScrvanU exeunf. 

My lord ! I'll not deceive you : you liavc drank 
Your last draught in this world. 



SrORZA. 



My he^art, my heart ! 
Traitress ! I faint — &int : ah ! 



ISABELLA. 



I would have done 

Some act of justice in a milder shape : 

21 
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But it could not be. I felt that jou must die ; 

For my sake, for mj boy, for Milan. You 

Murdered my lord husband. Stare not thus : 

'Tis mehincholy truth. You have usurped 

The first place in the dukedom ; have swept down 

My child* s rights to the dust. What say you, sir ? 

Do you impeach my story ? While you've time, 

Give answer. [He dies. 

You are silent ? then, are you 

Condemned for ever. I could grieve, almost. 

To see his ghastly stare. His eye is vague ; 

Is motionless. How like those shapes he grows, 

That sit in stony w^hiteness over tombs. 

Memorials of their cold inhabitants. 

Speak ! arc you sunk to stone ? What can you say 

In your defence, sir ? Turn your eyes away. 

How dare you look at me, so steadily ? 

You shall be amorous no more. Must I 

Bouse you ? How idly his arms hang. Turn your eyes 

Aside. I dare not touch him ; yet I must. 

Ha ! he is dead — dead ; slain by me ! Great Heaven ! 

Forgive me ; I'm a widow broken-hearted. 

A mother too ; 'twas for my child I struck. 

You bloody man did press so hardly on us : 

He would have torn my pretty bird from me : 

I had but one : what could I do to save it ? 

There was no other way! 



22 



LYSANDER AND lONE. 



Jl mQara^uUepair?— 



MlLTOR — Cumu. 



igh not nobly boru ; 
isaoi— Britain' I Ida. 



LYSANDER AND lONE. 



Now, sit. 



Here? 



Ltsandeb. Ione. {A Wood.) 

LTSANDBR. 



IONE. 



LTSAEDEB. 

Here: 

The embroiderer, Moss, hath wrought you a golden seat. 

Disdain her not, the yellow-tressed Moss ; 

For she is Nature's handmaid, decking aye 

Her boddice with bright flowers ; and when decay 

Winters the rock or tree, her fringed gold 

She leaves, to hide the poor thing's poverty. 

lONB. 

So, there : now kneel and worship. 

LTSAVDSA. 

I will ; I do : Oh ! Heavens of love, I do. 

25 B 
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Deep worshipper am I for one so young ; 

But Love hai» taught me : he matured my thought ; 

And so beyond my years I worship you. 

Stay ; stir not, sweet. Sit here. 



lOVE. 



'Tis a fair place. 



LTSAHDER. 

Ay ; Iris liath been hero, beloved one. 

TIh; rich Spring's almoner is she, who scatters 

Upon tlie grateful world her sweets and flowers. 

Bountiful Spring ! Is it not strange that men 

Will Hcorn or sluin hor favours ? will bar out 

Thc^ bi'auiy of the day and vernal airs, 

And dio in dreams of freedom? 



lOMK. 



Vou would talk 

(And 1 might listen) till wo both forgot, 

That I havo oaros which call mo. 



LYSANPKR. 

\Vc will nuvt 

ro-mom>\v cnrlv. 1 will show vou all 

rho sccivtM of our fon^st. F.vorv doll 



•i« 



i\y 



2r» 




And everj- leafy nook and cave o'ergroivn, 
The rock, the river, and the Dryad's oak 
We'll Bce to-morrow. "What, if we eurpris 
A wood-Dympb sleepiug ? 
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lONB. 



This to me ? 

LYSAVDKB. 

Why, ay ; 

For then I'll show you how the true heart meets 

Beauty unheediag. 



lOHE. 



No, no. 



LTSANDEB. 

You will come. 

And I will be your guard, and servant, both ; 
And, as we pierce the untrodden woods, 1*11 teach 
How you may shun the briery paths and pass 
The snake untouched ; and we will hear the songs- 
Ha ! do you smile P why then you'll come. 



I05E. 



No. 



LTSANDEB. 



Yes. 



lONE. 



Bo not too sure, Lysander. Foolish boy ! 
To give your heart to me, — to me, poor youth, 
A spirit of the waters ! 
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LY8ANDER AND lONE. 

LT8AHDKX. 

You are more ; 

My queen, mj goddess ! Sole and peerless queen ! 

And I your most true subject. 

lOHK. 

I am one 

Of old king Nereus' daughters, gentlest boy. 

My borne lies low beneath the eternal seas. 

My country (tho' I sometimes earthward stray) 

Is where the mariner's plummet never foil ; 

Down in the fathomless deep : the wild waves thero 

Sound not, nor dare the watery creatures come 

To gaze upon those calm and sacred sands. 

Beyond your reach my home is. 

LTSAKDKB. 

Pretty story ! 

lOHI. 

Believe it, fond Lysander, and forget me. 
But, come ; as you have loved me long and well, 
Have you not sung my name to all the stars, 
And vowed mine eyes were far more bright than they ? 
A lover ? he should tell the skies his love, 
And make the air acquainted with his woe ; 
Should tell to budding mom, to lazy noon, 
To waters where the unsunned Dian comes 
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Dipping her silver feet, all his chaste joy. 
But you have done this ? 



LYSAKDBfU 



Often, oft. 



lOMK. 



Indeed ! 

How did you name me ? 

LYSANDER. 

Sweet lone ! Fair 

And beaut if uV lone ! fair and dear ! 

Too dear, because too cold, art tliou to me. 

lone ! list, — lone ! Pretty name ! 

Is it not yours ? 



lONK. 



'Tis mine, and you shall sing 
A forest song in its honour. 



LTSANDER. 



Listen, then, love ; and with your white hand clear 

Your marble forehead from its cloudy hair. 

So, thus ; your eye bent tow'rds me ; 

How brightly it burns upon me ! Listen, sweet. 

Yet, 'tis a melancholy song ; confused ; 

Half dream and half despair. You will but smile at't P 
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lomL 
Sing on, sing on : I love a wild song. Sing ! 

LTSAVDUL 

Now, by Night ! I swear 

I love thee, delicate lone ! 

And, when I lean upon my thoughts at night, 

My soul grows sick with love. In sleep, in dreams, 

Thou, like a spirit from the haunted stars, 

Stand*st plain before me. I have seen thee come 

In pale and shadowy beauty to my side ; 

Or, floating 'tween me and the cloudless moon. 

Stretch forth, like silver vapours, thy white arms. 

And breathe upon my heart 

Arabian odours, sweet, but cold as death. 

I love thee ; I have loved thee, long and well. 

lone, daughter of the eternal Sea ; 

Sea-bom, but gifted with diviner life, 

With human worth, and heavenly goodness crowned ; 

Peerless, perennial, without stain or taint, 

Be mortal with immortal purity ! 

But thou art gone ! 

And now I wander when the gusty winds 
Chase the dark clouds across the star-dropt plains : 
For then methinks I see thee, pure and pale. 
I love to lie by waterfalls, alone ; 
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To hear the sad boughs moan, 

"When through the piny forests I pursue 

My solitary way : 

And then at times I dream, and speak to thee ! 

And thou, lone, dost thou not (oh, say it !) 

Bequeath soft messages for me, 

Unto the dark boughs of the whispering pines ? 

lONE. 

Enough, enough. Your fancy grows too wild : 
Reason must tame it, else some sharp reproof. 
And so you love me ? Pshaw ! 

LTSANDEB. 

By all the gods ! 

lOIfS. 

1*11 not believe't : what ! you p so young a boy P 
'Twill be a pretty tale. 

LTSANDKR. 

But who shall tell it ? 

lONB. 

Why I, and all who hear us ; for we are 
Encompassed by the sylvan people here ; 
And not a foolish hope hast thou confessed, 
But Echo in her hundred caves has caught 
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LYSANDER AND lONK. 

The sound, and told it to the wood-nymphs' ears, 
Whence, shaped like whispers from the forest boughs, 
(All which, true traitors, shako while they betray 
Poor human secrets,) thy mad words are borne 
To the great Pan. 

• 

LTSANDKR. 

And he ? well, what of him ? 



lONE. 



Oh ! he loves all the nymphs who haunt his woofis, 
And when he finds they wander from their homes - 



LTSA5DER. 

Fear him not ; I am here, too sweet lone. ! 



I05B. 



My gentle boy ! And so, you love me, — well ? 



LTSA5DER. 



Ay, like the stars. 



lONE. 



Not as a lover — 



Oh I 



LTSAJIDEE. 



I love you like the beauty of the world, 
The rose, the 
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lone. 
Peace, and hear me, young Lysander. 
Some maids, high born as I am, in past times, 
(Thus, if no fable, pale CEnone did) 
Gave their great hearts to mortals. Mark what followed : 
The men they graced forgot them. 

LTSAKDER. 

Shall I swear ? 

lONK. 

"Wliat have you done to win a Nereid's love ? 
Dost know, youth, that the princes of the sea ; 
Faunus, and many a wood-god j shapes that haunt 
The groves and mountains aud the running streams, 
J lave wooed me — me — in vain ? 

LYSANDER. 

oil, I believe it. 

'Tis certain tluy have done*t; and I — even I 

Have left my quiet home o'nights, to sing 

Your soft sad name beside the noisy sea, 

Aud hearken if in the watery tumult you 

Whispered sweet answers. I have come hither, too, 

At noon, at dusky eve, on darkest nights, 

To seek you. I have let my unguarded sheep 

"Wander alone upon the mountains drear, 

Have loft mv father (vet T love him welH 
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LYSAKDSB AND lONE. 

To weep my nightly absence ; quitted all 
Our village feasts and calm domestic meetings, 
Here to resort and dream of the sweet lone. 



lUNK. 



Indeed, my love ? 

LYflAMDKE. 

Again, — for dear love's sake ! 
For my sake ; thus again.- 



lOKlb. 



Why, then — my love ! 

LYSAXDltJl. 

Oh ! my divine lone ! my heart's queen ! 
fFkat shall I do to merit all this love ? 



lOMK. 



Be constant. 



LY8AHDKB. 

Ay, beyond fidelity. 

I'll be more true 

Than bright Apollo to the summer air, 

Than larks to mom, or stars to cloudless eves, 

Or sweets to the maiden May. Oh ! fear me not. 
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I will uot, dear L^saader, You and I 

Will haimt these woods together : you Bhall pass 

The busy morning lioiii's amongst the hDl?, 




And tend your fnther'a floch ; I in my cave 
Benentli the seas must linger out the day ; 
But ever at niglit I'll meet you, dear Lysander, 
And when stern fate shall lift you to the stars, 
I from the salt sua wave will taVe my flight. 



LVSANDEK AND lONK. 



((Jreat Jove will not reject a eea-inuid'u piavi-r) 
And dwell m ith you for ever. Noiv, fiircivell. 



Oho kisn from that red rose wliich bides vimr li|): 
Uuo kias ? O love ! Iiow sweet ; bow all too dwei 



Peai-e, peaee ! Farewell. 



Until to-morrow morn 1 



TJntil to-morrow only, tben, farewell ! 



JUAN. 



Like n vilbigc nurse 

Stand I now cursinjr :ind considering, when 
The tamest fotil would do — I will bo sudden, 
Aii'l hIiu s)i:i11 knnw and feci. love in uxtreincH 
Al'UH<-d, knowM no «U:^rit*o of bate. 

Mahsinokr— /)mZv of MiUin. 



I ctune, Death ! I obey tliee, 
Yet 1 will not die nijfinj? : for, alas ' 
Mv whole life was a frciizv 
Hiiry nic with Mai-celia : 
Aii'l let oiir ipitaf-li be 



7%« pnmt. 



JUAN. 



SCENE — The Gardens helonffing to a Spanish Casfle. 

Juan and a Boy. 

JUAH. 

The night grows foul and dark ; and the thick air 
Wakes pulses at my heart, which now shonld sloop. 
Hark ! the winds draw the curtains of the sky. 
Like ministers to lust. Queen Dian, now, 
Is with her paramour. 



DOT. 



Spoke you, my lord ? 



JUAF. 



They'll rock her into slumber. She should wnt^ih ; 
For others may be busy while she sleeps, 
And stain her fame with falsehood. The hot air 
Weighs on my forehead. Break a lemon branch 
And give't me, Lopez. So ; how fresh ! how cool ! 
(Tho' all its sweets are fled :) another— Thanks ! 
I'll bind them round my forehead. What time is't ? 
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BOY. 



Near midnight. 



JUAN. 



"Wants it long ? 



BOY. 



Some minutes ; the last chimes have just now ceased. 



JUAN. 



They sounded sadlj. Let me hear thee sing 

A song ; 'twill drive some blacker thoughts away. 



BOY. 



What sort of song ? Shall it be tender ? gay ? 



JUAN. 



Let it be full of love, and foaming o'er ; 
But not a jot of kindness : burning passion ; 
No more : yes, headlong folly ; flames that parch 
And wither up the heart: fierce jealousy, 
And horrid rage ; and doubt and — dark despair ! 
Sing she you loved was false, and that you grew 
Mad, and a murderer ; anything. 



ROY. 



My lord ! 
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JUAN. 



JL'AN. 



Then you may say bow »he 

Was beautiful as Sin, and tbat ber eyes 

Sbone like the morning ; tbat ber arms were smooth, 

And gracefully turned, and tbat ber figure seemed 

iShaped from the mould of Dian's. You then may tell 

How ber white bosom rose and sank, at timed, 

To the music of ber passionate heart. But, no ; 

We'll have no music now ; my soul's untuned, 

And discord is the only element. 

A wife ? — When went my wife hence, boy r 



BOY. 



Sir! 



JUAN. 



Where is your lady, fool ? 



hit\. 



At pmyers, I think. 



JUAN. 



Excellent, excellent ! the times are good 
(Must be) when strumpets pray. My bosom now 
Swells like the boiling ocean. How could she 
Be false to me ? to me who loved her more 
Than heaven or hope hereafter. How T gazed 
Upon her brow, and thought it fairer than 
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The face of the starry lieavena ! Begone, and send 
Your mistress hither. 



BOT. 



8ho*8 at prayers, my lord. 



juAjr. 



1 1 a ! true ; forgot ! no matter : leave me, sirrah, 

And j)lacc the lamp upon the dial yonder. 

And draw the shade around it. Now, go, go. [Boj 900 ohI. 

Now then I am — alone. There's not a sound 

To chetT my purpose : It is dark and close. 

My soul is dark ; imprisoned in — a grave ; 

Yet, resolute to hear. Shall I revenge ? 

IMl kill her, tho' the stars dissolve in tears, 

And thunder mutters help ; and so, all's past. 

Having resolved, the hloody part is done ; — 

And nil the rest is mercy. She must perish. 

ril wash away her sins with all her hlood. 

Vet if J slay Iut, I shall surely die. 

I)i(»i' 1 am dead nlrt^uly ; jealous hate. 

Despair, and toi> nuu'h love have poisoned me. 

Oh, willow, who hast lost thine all on earth, 

Whnt is thy pain to miner A step? — a step: 

^iho comes then: not alone? ah ! not alone. 

Now for my Indinj^-placc. 

[Be rctiru. 
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Did I believe in fablea, I should think 
Some evil hung about me : the black night 
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lias not allowed one small atar to escape, 

To light us on our path : who's there ? 1 thought 

A figure passed us. Hark I 



BIANCA. 



I heard nothing. 



OLYMPIA. 

Nor I : and yet when daemons walk about, 
Their steps 'tis said are noiseless. I could now 
Think half my nursery stories true, and spurn 
My better reason from me. 



BIANOA. 

Let us talk 

Of something else, dear lady. 



OLYMPIA. 

Tremble not. 

You have no cause to fear ; your days have been 

Harmless, (1 hope so,) and the spirits of ill 

Leave innocent life untouched. Look, girl, the worm 

Lights her green lamp ; and, see ! the fountain, there, 

Lito the night shoots up its silver rain. 

How fresh and sweet it is ! how musical. 

Bianca, get you homewards ; I will rest 

Here, in the cool awhile. [Biakca exit. 

What a most delicate air this garden hath ! 

There's scarce a flower or odorous slirub that lives 
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JUAN. 

We have not. There, how clearly I scent the rose ; 
And now the limes ; and now, as the sad wind 
Sobs, an uncertain sweetness comes from out 
The orange-trees : Their fragrance charms me 
Almost to sleep. 

JuAir enterg. 

JUAN. 

She sleeps at last, then : yet I will not kill 
The frail thing sleeping. Why did I delay ? 
I feared (why did I fear ?) to meet her eye : 
The eye of her whom justice bids me strike ? 
Oh ! what a beautiful piece of sin is there I 
They fabled well who said that woman won 
^i&n to perdition : hark ! tlie thunder muttern ; 
And lightnings — Eest, wild spirits, I am come 
To save ye a worthless task. Now then, my soul ! 
Else up, Olympia ! (she sleeps soundly :) llo ! 
Stirring at last : Rise, Fair Olympia : you 
Have much to do to-night. The fates have writ 
Your early doom upon their brazen book ; 
And I must do their bidding. 

OLTMPTA. 

What is this ? 

JUA5. 

Now by — but I am quiet. You have sinned 
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Most foully 'gainst jour husband : that's not much ; 
But you have done a deed at which the skies 
Blacken : look up. 



OLYMPIA. 



Dear Juan ? 



JT7AF, 



You have made 

Me (I forgive that) base : our noble house, 

'Till now illustrious, you have stained. Hark, hark ! 

The voices that you hear amongst the clouds 

(But understand not) say * confess your sin.' 

I wait to hear it. 

OLYMPIA. 

Oh, your mind is filled 

With dreaming terrors. Let us home, dear Jnan ; 

"We'll talk to-morrow of this. 

JUAN. 

Talk ? to-morrow ? 

Now, by the burning passion that doth stir 
Vengeance within me, Olympia ! This night 
You take your leave of earth. Yet, ere you die, 
I'll tell you how I loved you ; doated — oh ! 
Grew guilty for you : guilty, do you hear ? 

OLYMPIA. 

Most perfect, sir ; I tremble. 
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JUAN. 

juiir. 
Ere you married 

I loved jou ; that you know : your father shook 

A poor petitioner away ; and you 

(Although you owned to love) forsook me. Then 

I tried my fortune in the wars : you gave 

Your hand to old Bamirez. 



OLTMPIA. 

I was bid. 



JUAlf. 

My uncle's death raised me to wealth, and then 
I came home quickly : you were married. 

OLTMPIA. 

Well! 

JUAV. 

Well! 

Why then despair possessed me. Madness stamped 

His brand upon my brain, and years flamed on, 

(You still Bamirez* wife) when I became 

A man again : The impudent dotard laughed, 

Boasting he had out-schemed a younger man, 

Me, — me. My curse upon him ! 

OLTMPIA. 

Peace, no more. 
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JUAN. 



So, you Btill love him ? 



OLTMPIA. 

Sir, I love him not. 

But I disdain the madman that belies him. 



juAir. 



Mad ? mad ? Now shall you die, — die ! (do you hear ?) 

By me, who love you. Mad ? I have been mad ; 

But 'twas because I lost you ; you, thrice false one ! 

Now, being sane, 't shall be my bloody care 

To see none rave like me from too much love. 

Mad ? mad P and you to jeer me P Blighting shame 

"Weigh on your soul for that. 



OLTMPIA. 

Tou have belied 

My husband's honoured name. 

juAir. 

His name P 

I slew him, harlot ! stabbed him thro' and thro'. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha ! Thou fool, who couldst believe 
That common villains struck and robbed him not. 



OLTMPIA. 



I dream ; I hope I dream. 
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JUAN. 



jUAsr. 



'Twas I. Laugh out ! 
Yet if thou dost 'twill be at my great woe. 
And though thou jeerest me, I deserve it not. 
For all was done for thee ; and now hast thou 
Called back the love I bought at such a price, 
And sold it to another. 



OLTMPIA. 



Sir, 'tis false : 

You are all false. How I abhor you now ! 
Hearken, Don Juan ; I have loved you, (how 
You will remember quickly ;) 'twas an error : 
For had I known his blood was spilt by you, 
I would have cast you off, as now I do, 
For ever. 



JUIH. 



Speak again. 



OLTMPIA. 



For ever ; ever. 



JUAV. 



Will — will your paramour come then ? Ha, ha, ha ! 
He waits, and wishes : do not keep him long. 



OLTMPIA (ande), 

God ! he is mad, indeed. I must escape. 
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Stay I Stop ! but weep not ; pray not : wouldst thou pray 

To the deaf adder ? to the insensate sea ? 

Look, I am stem, but just ; determined, wronged ; 

A judge, and you the victim. 

OLTMPIA. 

Let me pass. 

JUAN. 

E[neel down before the gods. Now answer me. 
Lovest thou, or not, (speak truly, for thou speak'st 
Thy last words to the world,) this stranger ? Quick ! 

OLTMPIA. 

I love him. (Juan cries out.) But — 

JUAH. 

Traitress! adultress! 

I strike (stabs her) — and kill my wrongs ! 

OLTXPIA. 

stay, Juan, stay ! but no ; 'tis past — and over. 
It cannot be:— you've done ill. 

JUAN. 

Tou — you are 

Not hurt ? not slain ? Speak ! 
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JUAN. 



OLTMPIA. 



Save yourself, dear Juan. 
That youth 



J(7AH. 



Yes, yes. 



OLTMPTA. 



He is my brother. 



JVAV, 



HeU! 



OLTMPIA. 

The Inquisition now are watching for him. 
Save him. 



JUAN. 



I wiU. 



By— ah- 



OLTMPIA. 



[Diet. 



JUA5. 

By my lost soul. 

Look up, look up, Olympia ! Juan's here ; 
Thy husband, — murderer, (that's the name :) My love ! 
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My love ! Olympia ! I — she's dead. [A pause. 

How's this ? 

So, where am I ? Olympia ! she is false. 

Dead ? Ah some villain has been busy here. 

By Heaven, the golden hair is wet : the eye 

Has lost its tender meaning. Life and love 

Have fled together — ^to the grave. Was't I ? 

Oh ! I have cut those sweet blue veins asunder 

And filled her breast with blood : there's not a touch 

Of colour in her lip, (so red once,) and her hand 

Falls : it will never press my own again. 

What a voice she had ! 'tis silent ! Could it die 

In a single groan P impossible. 



( Voices are heard.) 



My lord ! 



JUAN. 



Hark, hark ! thev call the murderer : he is here. 



{Voices.) 



My lord, my lord ! 



J(7AN. 



Now, first to hide 

The body. Bodi/ ! — is she changed so soon ? [Bides the body 

And now to fly : yet wherefore ? Can they read 

\\\ my white visjige and unaltered eye 



:a 




A murder redder than the crime of Cain f 
I'll stay, and dream of death. Oh ! I hare lost 
Wbat was my life on earth : what was, alas ! 
A horrid sound. Ihej come. [Enb 
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Whom seek ye ? Sh( 

Your lady's gone ; gone, do you doubt me ? gone. 

8BBYAHT. 

My lord ! a stranger is arrived ; her brother. 

JUAM. 

Who ? what P She has none ; none. 

SBBYAHT. 

My lord, he's at the castle. 

JUAN. 

Peace I She is gone 
On a dark journey. Oh ! 

SERYAMT. 

You've cut your hand, sir. 

JUAN. 

I have cut — my heart. 

Leave me ; aU but Diego. [Senrants go oui. 

Poor old man, 

You were my father's servant ; nay his father's. 

We prized you, and you served us faithfully ; 

But now's your service ended. Old Diego ! 

Long before sun-rise, I shall be 
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JUAN. 

DIXOO. 

Mj lord ! 

JUAH. 

Quiet, Diego. No foul passions, then, 
No turbulent love, nor fierce idolatry. 
Nor bitter hate, nor jealousy, shall mar 
My solitary rest : I shall be — dead. 
The last ('tis pity) of a princely house ; 
Let not our name be slandered. 

DIEUO. 

My dear lord ! 

JUAN. 

One old man thought 

I should do honour to his name ; — that's past : 

For look ! my star is setting. I am now 

The last of a famous line, which backward ran 

To the blood of kings and then was lost in time. 

Ah ! where is now my father's prophecy, 

And where my own hopes ? withered, withered. 



DIEGO. 

Alas! 



JUAN. 

A few more words, and then — and then, good night. 
I smote — I smote — now let the black skies fall 

57 I 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

And crush me in a moment. Oh ! my queen ! 
Mj own incomparable wife ! My love ! 
Oh ! all my life has been an error : So, 
1*11 shifl a troublesome burden from my back, 
And lay me down to sleep. 

i>i£ao. 
Beseech you, home ! 

JUAN. 

We'll do as thou dost say. That rich red draught, 
"Which filled the frames of aged men with youth, 
And strung their sinews like the bracing air, 
Were now an useless medicine. 

1>IKG0. 

Koble master ! 

Let me for once forget my place, dear lord ! 

And bid you. hope for comfort. 

JUAN. 

Hush, hush, hush ! 

No more a lord : a vulgar slave am I, 

AVho caught one look from heaven ; but the soft light 

Is out, which w as my guide ; and here I stand 

Lost, and in terrible darkness near my tomb. 

And angry shadows beckon me ; fierce shapes 

And fears (which no hope tempers) drag me on. 
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Look, I must go : yet first we'll make all plain, 

And leave the earth a warning. I the story 

Hangs on my tongue. I smote — I — look aside 

While I burst forth in guilt. I smote — Oh God ! 

The tenderest, noblest woman in the world ; 

And with my cruel dagger cut a road 

To a heart where I was lord ; but knew it not. 

Ay, weep, Diego ; thou may'st weep, poor man ; 

But for myself my tears are dried to dust : 

Burnt and scorched up by pain. But lot's bo still. 

Tour hand, my last firm friend ; I have not yot 

Forgotten how you used (briglit years ac^o) 

To bear me, then a boy, sport-tired, hoiiu*. 

Bear me so far once more : 'tis your last toil ; 

And Liy mo gently on my marble bod, 

And ask no man to curse me ! All's done. Now 

Open your arms, Olympia ! 



\ Sfohg htmnelf. 
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Hamltt. I have heard 
That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have, by the very cimning of the scone. 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have procUimed their malefactions. 

HamUt. 



Lnv. lie gave him first his breeding ; 
Then showered hid bounties on him like the Hours, 
That, open-handed, sit upon the clouds. 
And press the liberality of Iluaven 
Down to the laps of thankful men. 

Urn .Tonros — I^'tp Tnn. 



THE WAY TO CONQUER. 



[A story, diatanUy resembling this sketcli, is told of ouo ol' the Dukes of QuLm. \ 



SCENE— ^ Hoom in a Falace. 



TiUNCK. Cesauiu. 



CESARIO. 



Your highness sent for me ? 



PKINCK. 



I did : Sit down. 

You look ill, dear Cesai-io ? 



CKSARIO. 



No, my lord. 



PKI.NCK. 



You have been feasting lately ? yes, 'tis so : 
You were at Count Vitelli's bajiquetiug. 
But have a care, it is not good for health. 
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CJSSARIO. 



You sent for me 

In haste, was it not so P 



PRINCE. 



Not so. 



CESARIO. 

Then shall I come to-morrow ? 

PBIKCE. 

Let it be 

To-day, now you are here. Cesario ! 

Is there not one who lives with old Colonna ? 

A foreign youth ? Dost know him ? 



OESARIO. 



Ay, my lord, 

*Tis Pedro — no, Diego, — a dark Spaniard ; 
A linguist, learned, and noble ; a cadet 
Of the great house of — of Medina, sir, 



PRINCK. 



You know him well ? 



OESARIO. 



I know him ; yet not well. 



61. 



THE WAY TO OuXi^UER. 



PUVCK. 



Should'st think him honest ? 



CESAUO. 



Honest, sir ? Oh, surely. 



PELSCK. 



Then he'd not betray 

Your uncle, as I hear he has done ? 



CEi<ARIU. 

Sir! He? 

He could not be so base : iiiv uncle was 

His first and excellent friend. 



PRINCE. 



I thought the world 

Was not so bad. Now listen, Ceaario, 

And you shall hear a curious liistory. 

Keep Diego in your iniud tlie wliile, and think 

That he's the hero of it. Last night a man 

Came mask'd unto a rich lord's house, (here in 

Palermo ;) —Do you hear how Etna mutters ? 



CESAKIO. 

It sends a terrible sound indeed, my lord. 
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'I'hiB man petitioned lor his lite. He s»i<l 

That he Imd ewoni to net a horrid deed, 

And catiie to make disoloBUre. The great lord 



TUB WAY TO COXQURR. 

(Hi8 was the life in danger) promisod full 
Forgiveness : but you do not hear my words ? 



CESARIO. 



Pardon me, sir, I hear. 



PRINCE. 



The culprit said 

A youth on whom tin's lord had lavished wealth, 

And kindness and good precept, had forgot 

His better tutorinc:, and lent deaf ears 

To those divinest whispers which the sonl 

Breathes to prevent our erring. ]Ie resolved 

To kill his benefactor : that was bad. 



CESARH). 



Oh ! he dcserved- 



puisci:. 



We'll talk of that hereafter. 

Well, this bad man whose mind was spotted thus- 

Was leprosied by foul ingratitude. 

Had sworn to murder this his friend. 



CKHARIU. 



3ry lord ! 
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PRTKOE. 

I see it pains you : yes, for the sake of gold, 
He would have slain his old and faithful friend ; 
Have spurned the few gray locks that time had left, 
And stopped the current of his reverend blood, 
AVTiich cauld not flow much longer. 

CESARIO. 

Are you sure ? 

PRIKCK. 

The plan was this : they were to bind him fast, 
(To slay him here were dangerous,) and transport 
His body to some lonely place. 

0E8ARIO. 

What— place ? 

PRINCR. 

I'll tell you, for I once 

Was housed there through a storm. A castle stands 

Fronting Calabria, on the rough sea-coast. 

A murder once was done there, and e'er since 

It has been desolate ; 'tis bleak, and stands 

High on a rock, whose base was cavemed out 

By the wild seas ages ago. The winds 

Moan and make music through its halls, and there 

The mountain-loving eagle builds his home. 
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But all's a waste : for miles and miles around 
There's not a dwelling. 



CESARIO. 

Is't near the — eastward foot 

Of Etna, — where Muralto's villa stands ? 



PRINCE. 



Yes, yes ; well guessed : I see you know tlio spot. 

Now, dear Cesario, could'st thou think a man. 

Setting aside all ties, could do a deed 

Of blackness there? Whv, 'tis within the reacli 

Of Etna, and some thirty years ago, 

(The last eruption,) when the lava rivers 

Went flaming toward that point, tliis dwelling stood 

In danger. I myself stood near the place. 

And saw the bright fires stream along, when tliey 

Crumbled the chesnut forests and dark pines 

And brandling oaks to dust. The thunder spoke, 

The rebel waves stood up and lashed the rocks, 

And poured their stormy cries tlirough every cave. 

Each element rose in riot : the parched earth 

Staggered and spouted fire 



CRflARIO. 



Oh ! sir, no more. 
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PRIKCB. 



Fancy, Cesario, in this desolate house, 

Kow ghastly the poor murdered wretch would look ; 

His hanging head, and useless neck ; his old 

Affectionate heart that beat so fondly, now 

Like a stilled instrument. I could not kill 

A dog that loved me : could you ? 



CESARIO. 



No, sir — no. 



I'RINCK. 



AVhy, how you tremble ! 



CRSARIO. 



'Tis a fearful picture. 



PRINOE. 



Yet might it have been true. 



CESARIO. 



We'll hope not. 



PRINOE. 



]Iope ! 

That hope is past. How will the Spaniard look, 

Think you, Cesario, when the question comes 
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Home to his heart ? In truth he could not look 
More pale than you are now. Cesario ! 
The eye of Q-od has been upon him . 



Yes: 



I hope- 



CE8ARI0. 



PKINCK. 



Beware. 



My lord ! 



CESABIO. 



PRIHCE. 

Beware, how you 

Curse him ; for he is loaded heavily. 

Sin and fierce wishes plague him, and the world 

Will stamp its malediction on his head. 

And God and man disown him. 



CESARIO. 

Oh ! no more. 

No more, my dearest lord ; behold me here, 
Here at your feet, a wretch indeed, but now 
Won quite from crime. Spare me. 
71 




Rise. 1 foi^ve 

The ingnititutle to me : but men like you 
(Baee, couiiuon, bribed fltabbore) muat not roam 
About the world so freely. 



TUE WAY TO COXC^UER. 



CESAKIO. 

Oh ! that uow 

You could but see my heart. 



rillNCE. 



I would not see 

Tour bosom's base and black inliabitanl. 

Now listen to me again : speak not, but listeu 

This is a difFerent tale. Ccsario ! 

WTien first you came to Sicily, you were 

A little child : your noble father, worn 

13y toil and long misfortune, scarce had time 

To beg protection for you ere he died. 

Since then, if iu your memory T have failed 

In kindness tow'rd you, or good counselling, 

Beproach me. 

CliSARIO. 

You have been most kind, too kind. 



PRINCE. 



Once, 'twas in terrible sickness, when none elso 
Would tread your infectious chamber, (think on that,) 
I, though your prince 



CESARIO. 



In pity ! 
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PRINCE. 



Hear ine speak. 

I gave that healing medicine to your lips, 
Which wanting you had died. I tended you : 
And was your nurse through many a sultry night ; 
For you were quite abandoned 



OESA&IO. 



Quite, quite, quite. 



PRINCE. 



Time passed, and you recovered, and could use 
Your sword again : you tried it 'gainst my blood, 
(My nephew then,) and I forgave it. 



OESARIO. 



Tliat 

Was in the heat of quarrel. 



PRINCE. 



I have said 

That ] forgave it. Then a most mean wish 

(You wished my wealth) possessed you. I could never, 

I own it, have guessed at that. 



Oh ! sir, not so. 



CESARIO. 



PRINCE. 

Well, then, it was not : but Aurelia's chui*ms 
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(That cunning Phrjne) have o'erwhclmed your sense ; 
All gratitude and good being gone. 

OESARIO. 

My lord ! 

My father ! oli, once more believe mc. I 

Do not deserve you should : but if you can 

Once again credit nie, may hell's fierce torments — 

But, no ; I will not pain or shame your love : 

Nay more, I will deserve it. I can die 

Now, for my mind has grown within this hour 

To firmness : yet, T nf)W" could wish to live, 

To show you what I am. 

PRINCB. 

Cesario ! hear me. 

Hear and forget not — what your old friend says. 

The world will blame me, but I'll try you still : 

Tou cannot have the heart (I know you have one) 

Again to harm me. Once, imperial Ca}sar 

Upon the young deluded Cinna laid 

His absolute pardon : 'twas a weight that h(» 

Could ne'er shake off. Cesario, thus 

From my soul I now forgive you. 



CESARIO. 

Thanks. 



PRTNCK. 

What, ho ! 
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Cesario, faint not. Why, thou'rt weaker now 
Than when Aurelia kissed your lip, and won 
Your Boul to Bin. Come : — nay, there's no one knows 
Our quarrel. Let us bury it in our breasts, 
And talk as we were wont. 

CBSABIO. 

A little time, 

My lord, and I may tliank you. Now, if 1 
Might dare to ask it, I would fain retire, 
And dwell on all your goodness. 

PBIKCB. 

Farewell, then. 

CISABIO. 

My noble prince, rest soundly : you have gained 
Cesario*s soul twice over. If a knave 
Should say I wrong you now, believe him not. 
If I myself should swear I was your foe, 
Discredit me. Oh I once more on my knees, 
I thank you : dearest father ! look upon 
Your prodigal son. Thanks — from my heart. 

PBINCB. 

Farewell, 

Farewell, Cesario. Nay, compose yourself. 

Now go. Farewell, farewell. 
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Oh, mother, mother ! 

You have broke the fondest heart in Italy. 

My gotxl, what's that p la't good that I shall dii; : 



TOE BROKKN HEART. 

Is't good that I pyiall pine nnd fade away, 

And take no comfort ? None ? O yes ! Through all 

My melancholy days 1*11 haunt the nest 

Where my white dove lies guarded 

MOTHRR. 

Patience, bov. 

JERONTMO. 

Until T die, stern mother. I shall dii', 
Like people smit by lightning, 8udd(»nly. 

XOTHRR. 

Live and be crowned with Love. 



•lERONYMO. 

Why so I will. 

And wear white roses on my ghastly brow, 
And laugh at fate, like that forced bride who fell 
Dead on her marriage morning. Til bo gone. 
If she be false — Come with me, madam ! False ? 
Sylvestra false ? Sylvestra ? 

MOTHER. 

Name her not. 

The bitter cause whence all our sorrow springs. 

You must not think of her. 
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JEBOVTMO. 



Xot think of her ? 



MOTHER. 



No ; fihe M married. 



JRKOHTMO. 



Ha, ha, ha ! good mother. 

Shame on your cruel jest : be grave — and gentle. 



MOTHER. 



I told you this before : she's married — married ! 
Do I speak plain ? 



JBROHTMO. 



Too plain, if you speak true. 

That you may know I heed your tale, look at me ! 

Ami not — broken-hearted ? 



MOTHER. 



oil ! sweet heavens. 
I have done too much. 
Jeronymo, my child ! 



{Aside) How pinched and pale he looks! 



JKHONYMO. 



Your only child. 
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TllK liKuKKN HKART. 

MUTIIEK. 

AVhy do you talk thus ? Prytht^c think ou me; 
On me, vour motlior. 



JKROXYMO. 

Surely ; for you thonijlit 
or mc in absence. I've a grateful soul : 
ril make you lieir of all my father*s lands. 
His gems, and gold, and lli)ating argosies: 
All shall be yours ; I will not live to leave 
Widow or child to rob so kind a mother. 



MUTIIKK. 

Peace, peace, you hurt my heart. 



JKKUNYMO. 

1 swear to do*t. 

By those dark Tliree who cut the threads of life ! 
By Flutus, God of gold! By Minos, judge, 
And cruel Cupid ! iiy my own lost life, 
And murdered hopes, 1 swear ! 



MOTIIKK. 

Oh ! Do not talk thus. 
If not for me, yet for your father's sake, 
Spare me, my son ! 
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JIBOVTMO. 



My father ? he is dead. 



MOTUKB. 



But when he lived he was most mercii'ul ; 
TemperiDg the angry feelings which will rise 
In every mind (and lead in some to ruin) 
By draughts of that divine philosophy 



J EBONY MO. 



O, the brave drink ! Abroad, abroad, we had 
Huge flasks which all went flaming to the brain. 
Dark, sweet, and full of sin ; and so I drank, 
And drank and drank the livelong day and night, 
And chewed the bitter laurel for my food. 
Whose roots are watered, as wild poets tell, 
By the immortal wells of Ctistaly. 



MOTHKK. 

Alas, alas ! 

JKBONYMO. 

Why that looks well. I love it. 



MOTUKR. 



What do you lovr, my son ? 
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JKRONYMO. 

To see you weep, 

Although your husbaud died so long ago. 

MUTUKK. 

I do not weep for him. 

JKRONYMU. 

Not weep for him ? 

Then sliame seal up your mouth. Was he not kind ? 

Was he not good ? he was ; and yet you weep not : 

Weep you the lazy lonely widow's life ? 

Tush ! you may buy another liusband yet. 

I do not wish't. 1 cannot match the last. 



JJiKONYMU. 

You cannot, madam ; (That was true at least.) 
No, though you gaze from evening dusk, till Morn 
Comes climbing up the bright steps of the East ; 
Nay, tho' you watch for hearts from dawn till dark. 
Unmatchable *mongst men, so kind, so true, 
Abhorring falsehood with a natural hate. 
And full of pity was he, — but he died ; 
Good father ! how he loved his poor pale son, 
And how he feared (do you remember that ?) 
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Hia race should end with me. He wished — vaiu wishes ! 

No child of mine shall ever bear our name, 

And Tnake*t more noble. Lo, I am the last ! 

The last, last scion of a gracious tree ; 

For you, my mother, now have struck me down, 

And withered all my branches. So, farewell. 



[Going. 



MOTUKK. 

Farewell ! Yet stay ! Leave pardon with me. Stay ! 



JKROMTHO. 



Farewell, and pardon ! Blessings (if the son 
May bless the mother) rest upon your heart. 
Be calm, be happy : think of me no more. 
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SfKNE ]T. SvlefKtra')! Chamber. 



So, nil ia hualiud nt lust. lliKt ! Ther<; she lies, 
Wlio should liave bwii my own. Sylvcatru! llnrk ! 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

She sleeps ! and from her parted lips there comes 

A fragrance, such as April mornings steal 

From awakening flowers. There lies her arm, (sweet arm !) 

More white than marble, on the quilted lid. 

'Tis motionless. What if she lives not ? Oh ! 

How beautiful she is ! How far beyond 

Those bright creations, which the fabling Greeks 

Placed on their cold Olympus. That great queen 

Before whose eye Jove's starry armies shrank 

To darkness, and the wide and billowy seas 

Grew calm, was a leper to her. Look, oh, look ! 

Her beauty (that most pure divinity) 

Doth sway the troubled blood till it stands charmed. 

Adoring, — Hark, she murmurs. Oh, how soft ! 

Sylvestra ! 



SYLVK8TRA. 



Ha ! who's there ? 



JBRONTMO. 



'Tis I. 



SYLVR8TRA. 



Who is it ? 



JBKOMTMO. 



Must I then speak, and tell my name to you ? 
Sylvestra ! know me now : not now ? O Pain ! 
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Hath grief indeed so changed my voice ; so much 
That you — i/ou know me not ? Alas ! 

STLYKSTSA. 

Begone ! 

I'll wake my husband if you move a step. 

JIRONTMO. 

Jeronymo, Jeronymo ! 'tis I. 

BTLVRSTRA. 

Ha ! speak again : yet, nof no 

JSRONTMO. 

Hide your eyes : 

Ay, hide them, married woman ! lest they look 

On the wreck of him who loved you. 

8TLVESTRA. 

Loved me ? no. 

JEROMTMO. 

Loved you like life, like heaven and happiness ; 
Loved you and wore your image on his heart 
(111 boding amulet) 'till death. 

9TLV18TBA. 

Alasl 
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JBBONTKO. 

And now I como to bring your wandering thoughts 
Back to their innocent home. Do you not know, 
Pale spirits have left their leaden urns, to tempt 
"Wretches from sin ? Some have been heard to laugh 
Ghastlily on — ^the bed of wantonness, 
And touch the limbs with death. 



STLVESTBA. 



Tou will not harm me ? 



JERONTMO. * 

Why not ? — No, no, poor girl ! I would not mar 
Tour delicate limbs with outracje. I have loved 
Too well for that ; too long ; all our short lives. 



8TLVESTRA. 



Our sad short lives ! 



JERONTMO. 

Sylvestra, you and I 

"Were children liere some few short springs ago, 

And loved like children : I the elder ; you 

The loveliest girl that ever tied her hair 

Across a sunny brow of Italy. 

I still remember how, though others wooed, 

Tou ever preferred me. 
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SYLYESTKA. 

I did, I did. 

JEBONYMO. 

I tliink you loved me : How I loved, my lieart 
Still tells me trembling. So I fain would bring 
You comfort ere I go. Speak ! the time's sliort, 
Por death has touched me. 

SYLVKSTRA. 

You are jesting now ? 

JEROKTMO. 

Sweet, I am dying — dying. All my blood 
Grows colder as I talk ; my pulses strike 
More slowly ; and before the morning sun 
Visits your chamber through those trailing vines, 
I shall lie here, here in your chamber, dead. 

SYLYEST&A. 

You fright me. 

JSRONTMO. 

Yet I'd not do so, Sylvestra. 
I will but tell you, you have used me harshly, 
(That is not much,) and die : nay, fear me not. 
I would not chill, with this decaying touch. 
That bosom where the blue veins wander 'round, 
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Nor should thy cheek, Btill fresh in beauty, fade 
From fear of me, a poor heart-broken wretch ! 
Look at me, Why, the wiiida sing through my bones. 
And children Jeer me, and the boughs that wave 



THS BBOK£N H£A£T. 

And whisper loosely in the summer air, 
Shake their green leaves in mockery, as to say 
" We are the longer livers." 



BTLYX8TRA, 



Kill me not. 



JBBOHTMO. 

I've numbered eighteen winters. Much may lie 
In that short compass ; but my days have been 
Not happy. Death was busy with our house 
Early, and nipped the comforts of my home, 
And sickness paled my cheek, and fancies (wild. 
Strange, bright, delusive stars) came wandering by me. 
There's one you know of: that — no matter — that 
Drew me from out my way, (a perilous guide,) 
And left me sinking. I had gay hopes too. 
But heed them not ; they are vanished. 



STLYB8TBA. 



I— Oh, heart ! 

I thought, (speak softly, for my husband sleeps,) 
I thought, when you did stay abroad so long. 
And never sent nor asked of me or mine, 
You'd quite forgotten Italy. 



JKRONTMO. 



Speak again. 
Was't so indeed P 
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8TLTESTBA. 



Indeed, indeed. 



JEBOXTMO. 



I see it ; 

The mother's pride, the woman's treachery. 
Yet, what had I done Fortune that she could 
Abandon me so entirely ? Never mind't : 
Have a good heart, Sylvestra : they who hate 
Can kill us, but no more ; that's comfort, dear ! 
We'll fly from our pursuers, and be quiet. 
The journey is but short, and we can reckon 
On slumbering sweetly with the freshest earth 
Sprinkled about us : There no storms can shake 
Our secure tenement ; nor need we fear, 
Though cruelty be busy with our fortunes, 
Or scandal with our names. 



8TLVESTBA. 

Alas, alas ! 

JKKONTMO. 

Sweet ! in the land to come we'll feed on flowers. 
Droop not, my child. A happy place there is : 
Know you it not (all pain and wroug shut out) 
Where man may mix with angels. You and I 
AVill wander there with garlands on our brows. 
And talk in music. We will shed no tears, 
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Save those of joy ; nor sighs, unless for love. 

Look up and straight grow happy. We may love 

There without fear : no mothers there, no gold, 

Nor hate, nor human perfidy ; none, none. 

Sweet one, we have been wronged. My own delight ! 

Too late I see thy gentle constancy : 

Too late thy unstained love. Did'st think me changed ? 

Why I wrote, and wrote long, fond letters ; all, 

Steeped all in tears ; I wrote, but you were silent. 

At last suspicion touched me : I came home ; 

And found you married. 



STLYESTBA. 



Alas! 



JERONTMO. 

Then I— Then I 

Grew moody, and at times I fear my brain 
Was fevered ; but I could not die, Sylvestra, 
And bid you no farewell. 



STLVESTSA. 



Jeronymo ! 

Break not my heart thus ; they— I was betrayed. 
They told me you had found a face more fair 
Than poor Sylvestra*s ; that (grown false) you had learned 
To scorn your poor and childish love ; ah, me ! 
They threatened, swore your heart was breaking ; yes, 
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Because it wanted freedom. Then — look aside — 
Then — then they — ^married me. 



JEBOITTMO. 



Oh! 



[OrUiaut, 



STLYEST&A. 



What is't P Speak ! 



JBROKTMO. 



The melancholy winds, which shun the day, 

And mourn abroad at dark, are chaunting now 

A funeral dirge for me. Sweet, let me lie 

Once on thy breast : I will not chill't, my love, 

"With my cold cheek ; nor stain it with a tear. 

It is a shrine where innocent love might lie ; 

Where murdered love should end. For once, Sylvestra ? 



STLYEST&A. 



Pity me ! 



JEROHTKO. 



ITow I pity ! 



STLYESTRA. 

Talk not thus ; 

Though you but jest, it makes mo tremble. 
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JEROHTMO. 

Jest ? 

Look in my eyes and mark how true my story. 
Nay look : for on their glassy surface lies 
Death, my Sylvestra. It is Nature's last 
And beautiful effort, to bequeath a fire 
To orbs whereon the Spirit sate thro' life, 
And looked out in its moods of thought and joy, 
Revealing all that inward worth and power, 
Which else would want their true interpreters. 

8TLVESTRA. 

Why, now you're cheerful. 



JKRONTKO. 



Yes ; 'tis thus I'd die. 



8TLVE8TRA. 



Now J must smile. 



JEBOimfO. 

Do 80, and I'll smile too. 

I do ; albeit — ah ! now my parting words 

Lie heavy on my tongue ; my lips obey not ; 

And — speech — comes difficult from me. While I can. 

Farewell. Your hand ! I cannot see it. 

8TLVESTRA. 

Ah ! — cold. 
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'Tib so ; but scom it not, my own poor girl. 
They've used na hardly — hardly ; yet thou wilt 
Forgive them p One's n mother, and may feel. 
When tliat she knows mo dead. Some air ; more air : 
Where are you ? I am blind ; my hands are numbed : 
This is a wintry night. So, — cover me. 




THE FALCON. 
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" Frudurigo, of ttu: Alborighi family, loved a geutlttwoman, aud was uot requited 
with like lovo agaiu. But, by bountiful cxpeuscs, and over-liboral invitations, he 
wasted all his lundd and goodfl, having nothing left 1dm but a hawk or fkuloon. 
His unkmd mistress liapi>oued to come to visit him, luid ho not having any other 
food for her diuuer, made a dainty dish of his faulcon for her to feed on. Being 
conquered by this exccodiug kind courtcsie. sho changed her former hatred 
towards him, accepting him as her husband in marriage, and made him a man of 
wealthy x>osses8ious." — Boccaccio, (Old translation.) Fifth day : Novel 9. 




SCENE l.—OuUide of a Cottage. Suiuet. 
Fhkdebioo (alone). 
Oh ! Poverty, and have I learnt at last 
Thy bitter lesson P Thou forbidding power 
That haat Buch sway upon this thriving earth, 
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Stern foe to comfort, sleep's disquieter ; 

What have I done that thou should'st smite me thus ? 

An open hand had I in happier times, 

And when the feathered Fortune bore me high, 

I scattered gifts below. 

'Tis the set of Sun ! 

How like a hero who hath run liis course " 

In glory doth he die ! His parting look 

(Too beautiful for death) lights up the west 

AVith crimson, and deep dyes the wandering clouds 

"With every tint that makes the rainbow fair. 

Bright King ! not unattended dost thou leave 

The world that loved thee : Earth, and all her crowds, 

Which late were joyous, pay dumb homage now ; 

Unutterable stillness, golden calm. 

The winds and waves unmoving. 

Sometimes one lonely note is heard, which marks 

And makes more nch the silence ; nothing more I 

Thus, in great cities, the cathedral clock 

Lifting its iron tongue, doth seem to stay 

Time for a moment, while it warns the world 

(Sweet sound to those who wake, or watch till mom,) 

" Now goes the midnight.*' Then I love to walk 

And hear that hoarse slow-fading clang grow sweet. 

As upwards to the stars and mighty moon 

It bears calm tidings from this dreaming globe. 

Ah ! why may not the poor man ever dream ! 

A step ? who's there ? A lady ? O, Giana ! 
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GiANA and her Matd enter. 

OIAMA. 

You have cause to be surprised, sir. 

FREDERiaO. 

No, dear lady ; 

Honoured I own, that my poor dwelling should 

Receive so fair a guest. 

OIANA. 

You have forgotten 
The past times then ? 

FREDERIGO. 

No, no ; those sweet times live, 
Flowers in my faithful memory, kept apart 
Por holier hours, and sheltered from the gaze 
Of rude uncivil strangers ; they are now 
My only comfort ; so lest they should fade 
I use 'em gently, very gently, madam, 
And water 'em all with tears. 

GfANA. 

Your poverty 

Has made you gloomy, Siguier Frederigo. 

7REDSBIG0. 

Pardon me, madam : 'twas not well, indeed, 
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To meet such a guest with sorrow : you were bom 
For happiness. 



GTANA. 



Alas ! I fear not so. 



FREDERIOO. 

Oh ! yes, yes : and you well become it ; well. 
May grief ne'er trouble you, nor heavier hours 
Weigh on so light a heart. 



GIANA. 



You well reprove me ; 
Light and unfeeling. 

FREDKRIOO. 

Yet I meant not so. 
Giana ! let me sink beneath your scorn 
If ever I reproach you : what am I, 
Outcast from Fortune, all my father's gifts 
Lavished and lost by folly 



niANA. 



'Twas for me. 



FRRDERIGO. 

Oh ! no, no : I had many faults 

Whose burtlien rests with me : then what am 1, 
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That I should dare reproach you ? As I am, 
Know me your truest servant ; only that ; 
And bound to live and die for you. 



QfAHA. 



No more. 

Let us enjoy the present. 



MAID. 



My lady, sir. 

Is come to feast with you. 



OIANA. 



'Tis even so. 



FREDEBIGO. 



I am too honoured : Can you then put up 
With my (so poor a) welcominfjf ? If the heart 
Could spend its wealth in entertainment, I 
Would feast you like a queen : but, as it is. 
You will interpret kindly ? 



OIANA. 

Oh ! I know 

I come to a scholar's table. Now we'll go, 
And rest us in your orchard for a while. 
The evening breezes will be pleasant there : 
For a short time, farewell. 
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FBBDBBIOO. 

Farewell, dear madam : 

I hope you'll find there some — ah ! 'ware the step. 

OIAVA. 

'Tis but an awkward entrance, sir, indeed. 

FREDEBiaO. 

You*ll find some books in the arbour, where you rest. 
They are books of poetry. If I remember, 
You loved such stories once, thinking they brought 
Man to a true and fine humanity. 

QIANA. 

You've a good memory, signior. That must be — 
Stay, let me count : ay, some six years ago. 

FKEDKRiaO. 

About the time. 

niANA. 

You were thought heir, I think. 

Then, to tiie Count Filippo : you displeased him ? 

How was't ? 

FREDERIOO. 

Oh ! some mere trifle : I forget. 
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QfANA. 



Nay, tell me ; for some said you were ungrateful. 

FREDERiaO. 

I could not marry to his wish. 



OIANA. 



Was it so ? 



FREDERIQO. 

Thus simply : nothing more, believe it. 



aiAMA. 



I did not know it. Not marry to his wish ! 



FREDERiaO. 



She comes to dine ; to dine with me, who am 
A beggar. Now, what shall I do to give 
This idol entertainment ? not a coin 1 
Not one, by Heav'n, and not a friend to lend 
The veriest trifle to a wretch like me. 
And she has descended from her pride too— no ; 
No, no ; she had no pride. Now if I give 
Excusings, she will think I'm poor indeed. 
And say misfortune starved the spirit hence 
Of an Italian gentleman. No more : 
She must be feasted. Ha ! no, no, no, no. 
Not that way : Any way but that. Bianca! 
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Enter Bianoa. 



This lady comes to feast. 



BIAMOA. 

On what, sir ? There 

Is scarce a morsel : fruit perhaps— 



FEXDERIOO. 

Then I 

Must take my gun and stop a meal i' the air. 

BIAKOA. 

Impossible. Old Mars, you know, 
Frights every bird away. 

FRXDEBIGO. 

Ah! villain, ho 

Shall die for't ; bring him hither. 



BLAJrCA. 



Sir ? What can you mean ? 
Our falcon ? 



FREDERIOO. 

Ay, that murderous kite. How oft 
Hath he slain innocent birds : now he shall die. 
'Tis fit he should, if 'twere but in requital ; 
And he for once shall do me service. Quick ! 
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I'll wring his cruel head, and feast my queen 
Worthily. 



BIARCA. 



lie is here, sir. 



FEEDSRiaO. 



Wliere ? vile bird ! 

There — I'll not look at him. 

DIANOA. 

Alas ! he's dead : 

Look, look ! ah ! how he sliivers. 



FREDBRIOO. 

Fool ! Begone ! 

Fool ! am not I a fool — a selfish slave ? 

I am, I am. One look : ah ! there he lies. 

By Heav'n, he looks reproachiugly ; and yet 

I loved thee, poor bird, when I slew thee. Hence ! 

[BiAHCA exU, 

Mars ! my brave bird, and have I killed thee, then. 
Who was the truest servant — loved me so, 
When all the world had left me ? Never more 
Shall thou and I in mimic battle play. 
Nor thou pretend to die, (to die, alas !) 
And with thy quaint and grave-eyed tricks delight 
Thy master in his solitude. No more, 
109 




No more, old Mars ! (thou wast the god of birda,) 
Shalt thou rise liercelj on tliy plumed wing. 
And hunt the air for plunder: thou could'st ride 
(None better) ou the fierce wild mountain winda 
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When birds of lesser courage drooped. I've seen 

Thee scare the plundering eagle on his way, 

(For all the wild tribes of these circling woods 

Knew thee and shunned thy course,) and thro' the air 

Float like a hovering tempest, feared by all. 

Have I not known thee bring the wild swan down, 

For me, thy cruel master : ay, and stop 

All wanderers of tlie middle air, for me 

Who killed thee — murdered thee, poor bird ; for thou 

Wast worthy of humanity, and I 

Feel with these shaking hands, as I had done 

A crime against my race. 
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SCENE 11.—^ Boom, 
Frederioo. Giana. 

QIASA. 

You think it strange that I should visit jou ? 

FREDERIOO. 

No, madam, no. 

OIANA. 

You must : cv'n 1 myself 

Must own the visit strange : it is most strange. 

FREDERIOO. 

I am most grateful for it. 

GIA5A. 

Hear me, first. 

What think you brought me hither? I've a suit 

That presses, and I look to you to grant it. 

FREDERIOO. 

*Tis but to name it, for you may command 
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My life, my service. Oh ! but you know this : 
You injure when you doubt. 



UIANA. 



I do not doubt. 

Now for my errand : Gentle signior, listen : 

I have a child ; no mother ever loved 

A son so much : but that you know him, I 

AVould say how delicate he was, how good. 

But oh ! I need not tell his sweet ways to you : 

You know them, signior, and your heart would grieve, 

(I feel't,) if you should see the poor child die; 

And now he*s pale and ill. If you could hear 

How he asks after you, and says he loves you 

Next to his mother. 



FREDERiaO. 



Madam, stay your tears. 

Can I do aught to soothe your pretty boy ? 

I love him as my own. 



aiANA. 



Sir? 



FRKDERIOO. 



I forget. 

And yet I love him, lady : am I too bold ? 
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aiANA. 

Oh, no. I thank you for your love. 



FBEDSRIQO. 



Giaua ! 



OIAKA. 



To my poor child : he pines and wastes away. 
One thing alone in all the world lie sighs for ; 
And that — 1 cannot name it. 



VREDERIOO. 



Is it mine ? 



OIANA. 



It is, it is : I shame to ask't. 



FREDERIGO. 



'Tis yours ; 

Were it my life. What have I, and not yours ? 



QIANA. 



It is — the falcon. 

Ah, pardon me : I see how you love the bird. 



FRKDERIGO. 



I loved him, — yes. 
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OIANA. 



I feel my folly, sir. 

You shall not part with your poor faithful bird 

I had no right (I least of all) to ask it. 

I will not rob you, sir. 



FREDERItiO. 



Oh ! that you could ! 

Poor Mars ! Your child, madam, will grieve to hear 

His poor old friend is dead. 



GIANA. 



Impossible. 

I met him as I entered. 



FREDERIGO. 



He is dead. 



OIANA. 



Nay, this is not like you. Why not refuse ? 
I do not need excuses. 



FBBDERIOO. 

Gracious lady, 

Believe me not so poor : the bird is dead. 
Listen : you came to visit me — to feast : 
It was my barest hour of poverty : 
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I had not one poor coin to purchase food. 
Could I for shame confess this to you ? — you ? 
I saw the descending beauty whom I loved 
Honouring my threshold with her step, and deign 
To smile on one whom all the world forgot. 
Once I had been her lover, (how sincere 
Let me not say :) my name was high and princely : 
My nature had not fallen. Coidd 1 stoop 
And say how low aud abject was my fortune ? 
And send vou fastinj; home ? Your servant there 
Would have scorned me. Lady, even then I swore 
That I would feast you daintily : — I did. 
My noble Mars, thou wast a glorious diah 
Which Juno might have tasted. 



GIANA. 

What is this ? 

We feasted on your noble bird ? Good bird ! 



FRRDERiaO. 

He has redeemed my credit. 

OIANA {ajtt)' apaiur,). 

You have done 

A princely thing, Frederigo. If I e'er 
Forget it, may I not know happiness. 
Siguier, you have a noble delicate mind, 
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A heart such as in hours of pain or peril 
Me thinks I could repose on. 

FREDERiao. 

Oh! Giana! 

QIANA. 

I have a child who loves you. For his mother 
You've wrought a way into her inmost lioart. 
Can she requite you ? 

FREDEKIOO. 

How ! what mean you ? — Madam ! 

Giana, sweet Giana, do not raise 

My wretched heart so high ; too high : do not— 

'Twill break on falling. 

OIANA. 

But it shall not fall, 
If I can prop it, or my hand repay 
Your many gifts, your long fidelity. 
I come, Frederigo, not as young girls do, 
To blush and prettily affect to doubt 
The heart I know to be my own. I feel 
That you have loved me well. Forgive me, now, 
That circumstance (which some day I'll make known) 
Kept me aloof. My nature is not hard, 
Altho' it seemed thus to you. 
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FREDEBIGO. 

What can I say ? 

OIANA. 

Nothing. I read your heart. 

FRIDERIOO. 

It bursts, my love : but 'tis with joy, with joy. 

Giaua! mr/ Griana ! are you iniiie ? 

Speak, lest I fear I dream. We — we will have 

Nothing but halcyon days. Oh ! we will live 

As happily as tlie bees that hive their sweets, 

As gaily as the summer fly, but wiser : 

ril be thy servant ever. I will be 

The sun o* thy life, faithful through every season, 

And thou shalt be my flower perennial. 

My bud of beauty, my imperial rose. 

My passion-flower, and I will wear thee here. 

Here, on my heart, and thou shalt never fade. 

I'll love thee mightily, my queen, and in 

The sultry hours I'll sing thee to thy rest 

With music sweeter than the wild wind's song : 

And I will swear thine eyes are like the stars, 

Thyself beyond the nymphs who, poets feigned. 

Dwelt long ago in woods of Aready. 

My gentle deity ! I'll crown thee with 

The whitest lilies, and then bow me down 

Love's own idolater, and worship thee. 
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How fondly will we love through life together ; 
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OIANA. 

Oh ! you rave. 

FBSDERIGO. 

I'll be a miser of thee ; watch thee ever ; 
At morn, at noon, at eve, and all the night. 
We will have clocks that with their silver chime 
Shall measure out the moments : and I'll mark 
The time, and keep love's endless calendar. 
To-day I'll note a smile : to-morrow how 
Your bright eyes spoke — how saucily ; and then 
Record a kiss plucked from your currant lip, 
And say how long 'twas taking : then, thy voice. 
As rich as stringM harp swept by the winds 
In Autumn, gentle as the touch that falls 
On serenader's moonlit instrument — 
Nothing shall pass unheeded. Thou shalt be 
My household goddess ; nay smile not, nor shake 
Backwards thy clustering curls, incredulous : 
I swear it shall be so : it shall, my love. 

aiANA. 

Why, now thou'rt mad indeed : mad. 

FRKDKKIOO. 

Oh ! not so. 

There was a tender sculptor ouce who loved 

And worshipped the white marble which he shaped, 
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Till, as the story goes, the Cyprus' queen, 
Or some such fiae kind-hearted deity, 
Touched the pale stone with life, and it became 
Pygmalion's bride : but thee — on whom 
Nature had lavished all her wealth before, 
Now love has touched with beauty : doubly fit 
For human worship thou, thou — let me pause ; 
My breath is gone. 



GIA.NA. 



With talking ! 

FKEDEBIGO. 

With delight. 

But I may worship thee in silence, still. 



UIA.NA. 



The night is come ; and I must go ; farewell ! 
Until to-morrow. 



FKKDKRIOO. 



Oh ! not yet, not yet. 

Behold ! the moon is up, the bright-eyed moon, 
And sheds her soft delicious light on us, 
True lovers re-united. Why she smiles. 
And bids you tarry : will you disobey 
The Lady of the Sky ? 
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GIAKA. 

Nay, 1 must go. 

FKEDSBiaO. 

Then we will go together. 

Not to-night. 

My servants wait my coming ; not far off. 

A few more words, and then I'll part with thee, 

For one long night : to-morrow bid me come, 

(Thou hast already with thine eyes,) and bring 

My load of love and lay it at thy feet. 

— Oh ! ever wliile those floating orbs are bright 

Shalt thou to me be a sweet guiding light. 

Once, the Chaldean from his topmost tower 

Did watch the starts, and then assert their power 

Throughout the Avorld : so, dear Giana, 1 

Will vindicate my own idolatry : 

And in the beauty and the spell that lies 

In the sweet meanings of thy love-lit eyes ; 

In thy neck's purple veins, which downward glide, 

Till in the white depths of thy breast they hide ; 

In thy clear open forehead ; in thy hair 

Heaped in rich tresses on thy shoulders fair ; 

In thy calm dignity ; thy modest sense ; 
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In thy moat soft and winning eloquence ; 
In woman's gentleness and love, (now bent 
On me, so poor,) shall lie my argument. 



Note. — The following Song was published in the same year as the 
foregoing Scene of *'The Falcon." 



THE LAST SONG. 



Must it be ? Then farewell, 

Thou whom my woman's lieart cherished so long I 

Farewell ; and be this song 

The last, wherein I say, ** I loved thee well." 

Many a weary strain 

(Never yet heard by thee) hath this poor breath 

Uttered, of Love and Death, 

And maiden Grief, hidden and chid in vain. 



Oh ! if in after years 

The tale that I am dead shall touch thy heart, 

Bid not the pain depart ; 

But shed, over my grave, a few sad tears. 
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Think of me, — still so young, 

Silent, tho' fond, who cast my life away, 

Daring to disobey 

The passionate Spirit that around me clung. 

Farewell again ! and yet 

Must it indeed be so ? and on this shore 

Shall thou and I no more 

Together see the sun of the Summer set ? 

For mc, my days are gone : 

No more shall I, in vintage times, prepare 

Chaplets to bind my hair, 

As I was wont. (Ah, 'twas for thee alone.) 

But on my bier I'll lay 

Me down in frozen beauty, pale and wan. 

Martyr of love to man ; 

And, like a broken flower, gently decay. 
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SCENE — Pakdemonium. A vast Hall, dimly lighted, i» teen ; 
in the diitanee a rioer of fire. A throne and leale around 
are vacant. A band of Spirits ta heard in the air. 



Spibitb ! Angela 1 Cherubim 1 
Kings, and Stars, and Seraphim ! 
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Armies, and battalions, — driven 
Headlong from the azure Heaven, 
By the keen and blasting light, 
And the racking thunder-blight, 
And the terror of The Ban, 
Come ! unto our great Divan ! 

[Hosts of Spirits descend and rise from different quarters, 
MoLOcn descends suddenly and takes his station. Chorus 

resumes. 

Come ! He comes ; the crimson king, 

On his broad wide-wandering wing ; 

As a comet, fierce and bright, 

Kushes througli a moonless night. 

[Belial descends swiftly upon his throne. 

He is come, the angel brother, 

Fairer, and yet like the other, 

As the thought is like the deed ; 

Swift, but with unerring speed. [Abaddon descends. 

And a third, (amongst a choir 

Of thunders) the sublime Destroyer ! 

AVho from blood did take his birth. 

And built his fame upon the earth, 

Higlier than the victor's glory. 

Death-propped and made false in story. 

[Mammon descends slowly. 

SPIRITS. 

Who is this, — a flaming error, 
Without speed or sign of terror. 
Covered by his golden robe ? 
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0HOBU8. 

He is king of all the globe ; 

Master of the earthen deeps, 

Where the blind bright treasure sleeps ; 

Crowned lord of courts and bowers, 

Dicers' hearts, and women's hours. 



[A host 0/ Spirits is fieard ituhing forwards. 

Come ! — They come. The air is heavy 

AVith the iron-banded levy. 

Every wind is loaded well 

AVith the rank and wealth of Hell ; 

And the fiery river dashes, 

Bounding into double light, 

As one by one a Spirit flashes 

On the cloud-incumbered night. 

[The liyht increases : larye flowers arc seen springing up. 

And, lo ! the vast blood-grained flowers 
Unfold wide their broad pavilions ; 
And the night-expanding Dreams, 
And the star-awakened millions 
Clothe them in fresh powers, 
And rush to the dawning beams. 



SPIRITS. 

Come, O come ! In this blighted air. 
The children of ruin and sin are fair : 
131 



DRAMATIC SCENBa 

"We shout and we play, 

For Death is away, 

Making on earth a dark holiday. 

O King of the Night ! 

Where sleeps tliy scorn ? 

Where tarries thy light, 

O Prince of Mom ? — 

Come ! O come ! 

[The approach of Satan is teen afar qf. 

Come ! — He comes, he comes, he comes ! 

Strike the tempest from the drums ! 

Scatter music upon the air ! 

Drown the dissonant tongues of care ! 

Bid the raging trumpets blow ! 

Let the crimson liquor flow ! 

Bid the Bacchanals sliriek and cry, 

'Till the maddened Echoes fly 

Eound and round the mighty halls, 

'Till the sound to silence falls ! 

[He ii diatinguithed nearer. 

Come ! — He comes, the king of kings ! 
On his bright angelic wings. 
Which have swept through space and night, 
Swifter than the arrow's flight. 
Thorough Chaos and its dark stream. 
As a thought doth pierce a dream. 

[Satan descends upon his throne, vhidi expands, 
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GENERAL CHORUS OF 8FIRIT& 

Hail, all hail ! — Thy brethren bowed 
Welcome thee from flame and cloud ; 
Spirits of the wind and thunder, 
(Who have lain in sullen wonder 
Ever since the great Dismay,) 
Stand up again in strong array ; 
Eagle spirits who face the Sun ; 
Gods, whose glittering deeds are done 
On the crumbling edge of ruin. 
When the muttering Storm is wooing 
(Witli love-threats upon his lips) 
Earthquake, and the coy eclipse. 
Hail ! Hail ! Hail !— We bring 
Great welcome to our exile king ! 

SATAN. 

Spirits, for this large welcome thanks as large ! 
Hail all ! — Since last we met I have been wandering, 
Through stars and worlds, to tlio barred doors of Heaven ; 
And thence have sailed round the huge globes which lie 
Lazily rolling in the twilight air. 
And done ye service. On one (a belted world) 
I alit, and faced great statures like ourselves ; 
On one a race of madmen ; on another 
Women to whom the planets came down at night. 
All shapes I looked on ; souls of every tinge. 
From black ambition down to paUid hope. 
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Some worshipped the white moon, and some the sun, . 

Some stars, some darkness, and a host — themselves ! 

Some bowed before Abaddon's glory : some 

Called on our Moloch here, and drank hot blood : 

Others to princely Mammon knelt, and watched 

His golden likeness ; while our Belial (shaped 

Like Venus or libidinous Bacchus) reigned 

Omnipotent as Death. Even myself a few 

Did not disdain. 

Spirits ! I have sown fear 

Deep in bold hearts, and discord amidst calm ; 

Shaq) liate I planted in the soil of love, 

And jealousy, tliat bitter weed which springs 

Even in the sky. Pride and revenge I gave 

To worms, which else had crawled, whereat they reared 

Their curling necks on mountain-tops, and threw 

Scorn and rebellious thoughts tow'rd Heaven itself. 

ALL. 

Hail! Hail! 

8ATAN. 

Since then I have ^own across tlie perilous deep, 

Haunted by pain : the crash of rocks uptom 

Sang by me, and the loud mad hurricanes 

Hoared through the ether, and hot lightnings sought me. 

And bellowing in my track the Thunder ran. 

MOLOCH. 

Still thou art here, unhurt ? 
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SATAN. 

Still I am here, 

Undaunted and untouched. Now speak, Abaddon ! 

What hast thou wrought on earth these hundred years ? 

ABADDON. 

That spliere, thou know'st, was Moloch's. When he drove 

His red battalions from earth's air, I chained 

Outrageous Famine in her den, and fed 

The blue Plague till it panted into sleep ; 

Then to the Earthquake gave a populous town, 

And rested from my toil : yet, — to pass time, 

I plucked a Seville doctor from his chair, 

And, clothed in his lusty likeness, taught through Spain 

Averroes and Qalen. I talked boldly. 

Concocted poisons, and foretold eclipse, 

And wed inseparably mind to dust : 

So I'd a host of sceptics. AVhat didst thou ? 

[To Mammon. 

MAMXOir. 

Hearing of a rich Cardinal about to die, 
I lay me down beside the Vatican ; 
And, when I saw his soul escape in smoke 
Over Saint Peter's, I uncased my spirit, 
And stole into the scarlet churchman's heart. 
His corpse was quite oppressed, so many mourned ! 
Sighs that would ships unanchor, groans which shook 
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The Palatine and its myrtles, heaved the room : 
To stay which storm I rose. Tou should have seen 
The petticoat-mourners ! Two sad sons o' the Pope 
Cried * Curse !' and dried their grief: the rest all fled. 
How well I did with all his stolen wealth, 
Becomes not me to mention. 

BELIAL. 

I have drunk deep 

Amongst the Mussulmans ; have unveiled looks 

In cloisters that made monks forget their beads ; 

Blown lax siroccos on firm honesty ; 

And fired with amorous dreams the virgin's sleep. 

SATAN. 

AVliat says our gravest brother ? 

BEELZEBUB. 

I sate beside 

A thronM kiug, and was his counsellor : 

And wo knit laws together, such as bind 

Strong hearts unto our side, and some which chained 

The pautlier people, as the witch-moon binds 

In terror or mute dreams the rajjincj sea. 

Sometimes these links fell shattered ; but we glued 

The fragments with hot blood, and all grew firm. 

At last, that million-headed beast, whose frown 

Doth scare even thrones, the riotous rebel Mob 
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Eose up, and trod my master-king to dust. 
I left his fragments on the citj gates, 
And flew to join ye. 

SATAN. 

The same burthen still. 

MAMMON. 

This picture hath two sides ; and cue is bright. 
Wilt thou hear all? — Our gold forgets its power : 
It glitters still, looks rich, and smiles ; and yet, 
Like a false friend, it fails. 

ABADDON. 

Men multiply 

Like worms ; but though the strong still slay the weak, 

Tet 'tis not much. Some rascal qualities. 

Pity, Bemorse, and Fear, usurp men's souls. 

MOLOCU. 

Away! away! 

BELIAL. 

The church, which late we thought 
Grew up too lofty with its load of clay 
And toppled to its ruin, now revives. 

SATAH. 

Ah, Moloch ! did I not confide to thee 
That dusty planet P 
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HOLOOU. 

I have done my best : 

Nay, have done well, too. For a hundred years 

The wretches have been fighting, men and boys, 

Slandering, thieving, lying, cutting throats, 

And drowned their passions in a crimson rain. 

Fierce Ignorance in college and church has sate 

Throned, and (from fear) respected. Knaves have thriyen 

Fools have sprung up and prospered : Truth has perished. 

A few poor gaunt-eyed scholars, lean and pale. 

Have starved themselves in caves, or preached to air 

'Bout matters beyond my capacity. 

BELIAL. 

'Tis that, good Moloch, which has wrought this ill. 

SATAN. 

These imps, though small, are cunning. Thy plain virtue 
Is no match for their tricks. Our Belial here 
Shall waste his leisure there a hundred years. 
Wilt thou have comrades ? 

BELIAL. 

One. Our friend here (Mordax) 

Will give me his aid perhaps, unless he owns 

Some better engagement for the time. Wilt go ? 

SATAN. 

Speak, spirit ! Wilt thou follow our great brother ? 
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Mark ! if thou dost, though here thou'rt free as wind, 
Thou must obey. 

MORDAX. 

I will obey the prince. 

8ATAK. 

'Tis right. — {To Belial.) He shall have license and large 

gifts, 
And take wliat shapes he likes and stretch of power. 
Hast thou matured thy plan ? Dost thou affect 
Any particular quarter of the globe ? 

DKLTAL. 

No, so it be but warm ; somewhere i' the South. 



MORDAX. 



If I may speak- 



SATAN. 



Speak out ! 



MORDAX. 



As there are some 

Who in the race of thought outstrip the rest, 
And pluck the fruit alone, would 't not be well 
To make one great example ? There is a fellow, 
Who, as 'tis boasted, scares tlie swerving stars, 
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Hoodwinks the moon, and earthquake and eclipse 
Commands by strength of prayer ; and he can tame 
The tempest, and vast seas, though raging mad. 
He untwists dreams : Time he outstrips ; and looks 
llight through the future. Thus men boasL In fact. 
He can read our black language. 

R\TAV. 

How ! Who is't ? 

MORDAX. 

A Count of Ortiz, Fernan do Marillo. 

SATAN. 

He is descended from a meddling stock. 

One of his fathers I struck dead with blight 

At Cordova. He fain would read our acts. 

And learn the qualities of death and fire. 

Hie thee to Spain, then, ISrordax ! Fly, my brother ! 

There's much to do on earth if this be true. 

BELIAL. 

'Tis truth, indeed. I have some good friends there, 
Inquisitors, and nobles, and cowled monks, 
"Who, with the common herd, will give us help. 

SATAN. 

And now, good brother ! we will say farewell. 
When thou art gone, we will proceed in council. 
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BKLIAL. 

Farewell ! I'll bring some histories for your ear, 

At our next meeting. Long farewell to all ! 

[Belial and Mordax ascend^ and are graduaUy lost in the distance* 

CHORUS. 

Fare ye well ! Farewell ! 
May ye prosper, wheresoever 
Through the scorned earth ye go, 
Amidst death and pain and woe, 
Smiting always, healing never. 

Fare ye well ! Farewell ! 
All the regions of great Hell 
Echo their wide wonder. 
That a god sliould elsewhere roam, 
And the strong unwieldy Thunder 
Leaves his black and hollow home, 
And along the brazen arches 
Pealeth, and the winged blast parches 
AVith its breath the iron shore ; 
And the billows, in red ranks, 
Rush upon the scorched banks, 
Sighing evermore ! 

[Darhneu covers the assembly at the condusitm of the Chorus, 
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SCENE T.—A Street in Jtfwrew. 
The Ctntit of Ortiz and Uohdax enlrr, at from a Tavem. 
Mnn<r (ringins). 
"Wine ! wine ! 
The child of the grape is mine. 
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We'll uurse it again and again, 
Until it array the brain 
With wit, or until it expire 
In hot desire, 
And then we'll drink again, <&c. 

MORDAX. 



Count ! 



COUNT. 

I am well, quite well : the air blows fresh. 

MORDAX. 

If ever you should go to Laplaud (mark ! 

To Lapland, where lean witches sweep the moon), 

1*11 loud you a broom to ride on. 

COUNT. 

Ha, ha !— well ? 

MORDAX. 

I will, by Sathan ! You shall be equipped 
With expedition for a northern journey. 
But speak, — and ere the morning stars look pale 
We'll breathe above the Baltic. 

COUNT. 

Ha, ha, ha ! 
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MOKDAX. 

1*11 take thee there upon a goat's back flying : 

Look ! amongst all those lights. Dost see 'cm twinkling ? 

COUNT. 

Away ! I could not do an impious deed 
Before the eternal splendour of the stars ! 

MORDAX. 

Ho, ho, ho, ho ! Now 'tis my turn to laugh. 
By Momus, you jest well. Didst ever hear 
Of Agaberta, that most famous witch ? 

COUNT. 

No. 

MOKDAX. 

Thou shalt see her. She shall give thee pliiltres, 
So thou mayst change to air, or walk in fire. 

COUNT. 

Peace, peace ! no more. The place seems full of frenzy. 
Millions of sparks go dancing through the air : 
My brain grows sick and dizzy. How is this ? 
An armfed phantom seems to gaze upon us ! 

MORDAX. 

That is my master. 
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OOUHT. 



^Vllat, yon x)iece of cloud ? 

MOBDA.X. 

Ay, sir, yon lofty gentleman. Folks aay 
He was a gambler once, and dared a stake 
Such as before or since was never won. 
He lost, indeed 



COUHT. 



'Tis gone ! 

MOKDAX. 

He came to show 

How tenderly he watclies over us. 

Hark ! there are footsteps coming : This way, sir. 

They must not track us. Hush ! 



COUNT. 



How the wind wails ! 



[SaoeuHL 



Don Fk&rand and Inez etUer, 



DON FBR&AND. 



Look ! where they go, well mat<}d, (rake and knave). 
The tavern brawler, and his crooked friend ! 
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Uncle, — beware ! 



If the fierce devil utill 

Sends out hia brood to blacken this fair world, 
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That Bliive is oue ; he with the dusk brute visage^ 
And shuffling gait, and glittering scorching eyes. 

IHKZ. 

But Manuel, sir, has nought in common with him. 

The Count of Ortiz, be whoe'er his mates, 

Owns something still, methinks, which asks respect. 

DON FERRAND. 

So ! 80 ! You love him still ? You, Melchior's daughter^ 
With half a kingdom for your dowry. Good ! 

INEZ. 

I love hiui ? — Well, I love him. What must follow ? 

DON FEERAND. 

Nothing ; all's said : The worst extremity 
Of baseness and enduring grief is touched. 

INEZ. 

Speak gently, sir ; and speak more nobly too, 

Of one who (though now fall'n) was good and wise : 

Valiant he t*, sir, and a peer of Spain ; 

And on his brow wears his nobility ! 

Why do you scorn him, sir ? He ever spoke 

Kindly of you : and when my father's fame 

And tottering greatness asked for some strong help, 

He pledged his honor for his truth, and saved him. 
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DON FERRAND. 

That story wants but truth. If time be given- 



INEZ. 



K time be given, he'll force the world give back 
Its bright opinion, sir, and show him honour. 
Oh! then (i^he return, and stand redeemed 
From his wild youth and be — what he may be) 
Soon shall the poor maid cast her mask of pride, 
And look, once more, love upon Manuel ! 



[Exnimt. 
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SCENE II. — An underground Cemetery, 

7%« Count and Mordax are dimly seen descending a broad Jligki oftt^pg 

in the distance. 

MORDAX (entering). 
Adieu, Sir Phosphor ! For thy light, take thanks ! 
We've barred the world out bravely, noble count! 

COUNT. 

Where are wo ? What ! is this the road ? 'tis dark. 

MORDAX. 

Ay ; but as fire is struck from out cold stone, 
We'll pluck bright wonders from this world of night. 
One of earth's wisest sons, 'tis said, taught men 
That they should seek her subtle secrets, not 
In their near likeness, but in opposite shapes. 

COUNT. 

ITo, speak ! Who goes ? I thought — but no ; 'twas nothing. 

MORDAX. 

'Tis nought. Look up ! This is a cemetery. 
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Take care, else you may stumble on a king. 
Holla ! Methought I trod on a fool's skull. 
This is a learned spot ; perhaps a bed 
Of full blown doctors : — thej are harmless now ! 

COURT. 

You are a nice observer. 

MORDAX. 

Oh ! I am used 

To choose 'tween knave and fool. Dost thou not see, 
There, — a pale stream of light, run to and fro, 
Threading the darkness ? — 'tis a madman's wits. 

COUNT. 

Where are we ? Let us go. The air is close : 
And noises as of falling waters, mixed 
With strange laments and hummings of fierce insects. 
Take my cars captive. 

MOUDAX. 

O fine harmony ! 

'Faith, they have dexterous fiddlers here. Who blows 

The trumpet honeysuckle in my ear ? 

Speak out. Sir Gnome. Hush ! hark ! That gentleman 

Who beats the drum must be a cricket ? 

COUNT. 

'Tis one. 
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HOUDAX. 

Eight, or a death-watch. Now, sir, what's the matter ? 

COURT. 

I felt a clammy touch, as cold as death, 
Flap on mj cheek, and something breathed on me 
An earthy odour — faugh ! as though the tongue 
O'er which 't had passed had fed on worms and dust. 
Again, — who goes ? Dost thou not hear a trampling ? 

MORDAX. 

Be calm : 'tis but some people from the moon, 
Or the star Yonus, or from Mercury, 
Madmen, or rakes ; or monks, — fellows who feed 
On air, and rail against our homely dishes. 
A plague upon the spiritual rogues. 
They always abuse their betters ! 

COUNT. 

Hush, — sweet music ! 

The air is vital : every pore seems stung 

Until it whispers with a thousand tongues ! 

Voices arc heard; faintly atfint, hut becoming gradually more ditimct, 

SPIRITS {below). 
Come away ! come away ! 

SPIRITS (above), 

AVTiither ? whither ? 
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SPIRITS (below). 

Come away ! come away I 
And leave the light of the fading day ! 
Thorough the vapour, across the stream 
Come, — as swift as a lover's dream ! 

Come hither ! come hither ! come hither ! 
Over the wood and over the heather ! 
Where winds are dying 
Along the deep ; 
Where rivers are lying 
Asleep, asleep ! 

SPIRITS (above). 
W^e come ; we are coming ; but whither ? 

SPIRITS (below). 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ! 



cuoRUa. 
Hark ! hark ! hark ! hark ! 
A power is peopling all the dark 
With wonder ; life, and death, and terror ; 
And dreams which fill the brain with error. 
The elves are coming in glittering streams, 
Loaded with light from the moon beams ; 
And the gnomes are behind in a dusky legion, 
Hurrying all to their earthen fare : 
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A VOICE. 

Stand, and gaze ! for now ye are 
In the midst of a magic region ! 

UORDAX. 

Dost hear, Count ? Look about ! What see you, sir ? 

COUNT. 

I see a vault, — spectral, — immeasurable. 

Save that at times its gaunt and stony ribs 

Bulge through the darkness and betray its bounds : 

And now come countless crowds (millions on millions), 

Whirling like glittering fire-flies round about us. 

By hell, the things seem human ! Let me pass. 

MORDAX. 

Stay, stay, sir : use more patience ; you'll dislodge 
These piles of coffins. Kings and counts lie here, sir, 
Shouldering each other from their places still. 
The villanous lifeless lump of clay 

COUNT. 

What's that ? 

Methought I heard the arches crack : — Look, Look ! 

The pillars are alive ! Each one turns round. 

And scowls, as though the weight crushed in his brain ! 

Dead faces leer upon me ; figures chatter ; 

And from the darkest depths watch horrid eyes ! 

Let me come near thee, 
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HORDAX. 

Rest here. 

COUNT. 

Ha ! I feel 

As though I leant against an iron shape. 

Thy sinews (and thy heart ?) are firmly knit. 

HORDAX. 

Never did nerve or muscle yet give way, 

From fear, or pity, or remorse, or love ! 

Never did yet the bounding blood go back 

Into its springs, or leave my dusk cheek pale. 

But, I'll not boast at present. Some dull day 

I'll tell you all I've done, — since Cain went mad. 

Meantime, let's see what comes. How fare you now ? 

COURT. 

I feel more finn since I did lean on thee. 

But, hark ! the ground labours with some strange birth. 

What volumes of dark smoke it sends abroad ! 

Blow off the cloud ! [Mordax blowt, and a Mirror is teen. 

What's here ? Methinks I see 

A mighty glass, set in an ebon frame. 

MOBDAX. 

Eight, sir ; true Madagascar ; black as hate. 
Now then we'll show you what our art can do : 
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Wilt have a ghost from Laplaud or Japan ? 
Speak ! for 'twill cost a miuute, and some rhyme. 

COUNT. 

You're pleasant ? 

MORDAX. 

Sir, they'll not obey plain prose. 

"VVhat^'er my friends, the utilitarians, preach, 

Verse has its use, you see : but listen, senor. 

— Come ! 

"Without torch, or trump, or drum, 

Every fine audacious spirit 

"Who doth vice or spite inherit ! 

By His name, long-worshipped 'round 

All the red realms underground, 

I bid and bind ye to my spell ! 

Bv the sinner who doth dwell 

In the temple, like a saint ! 

By the unbeliever's taint ! 

By the human beasts who riot 

O'er their brothers graved in quiet ! 

cor5T . 
You have a choice collection of quaint phrases. 

MORDAX. 

I picked 'em up, as men of reputation 
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Steal musty phrases from forgotten books. 

But how's this ? *Wake, dust o' the earth ! Are je deaf? 

Mischievous ? mad ? or spelled ? or bound in brass ? 

Away ! a million of you tumbling imps 

That jump about here ! Hence, aud drag before us 

A squadron of sea-buried bones. Begone ! 

Eavage the deep, and let us see your backs 

Crack with a ship load from the ooze. Oh, ho ! 

Dost thou not hear him ? 

COUNT. 

A strange noise I hear. 

HORDAX. 

It is the Atlantic stirring in his depths. 

Dost hear his spouting floods ? Hark ! Banks and cliffs 

Are broken, and the boUing billows run 

Over the land and lay the sea-depths bare ! 

Now shall the lean ghosts laugh and shake their sides, 

Cramped by the waves no more ! 

COUNT. 

How the winds blow ! 

A Throng of Shadown nuh in. 

SHADOWS. 

We come : we have burst the chain 
Of slumber, and death, and pain. 
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The ice bolts could not bind us, 

Though they shot through oUr shrunken forms ; 

And we left the swift light behind us, 

The 'MTack and the howling storms. 

A Oroup of Spirits descend, 

7IKST SPIRIT. 

I have trod the frozen mountains. 

SSCOKD SPIRIT. 

1 have winged the burning air. 

TUIKD SPIRIT. 

1 have left the boiling fountains, 
AV^hieh, like flowers rich and rare, 
Spread their leaves of crystal high. 
In the lonely polar sky ! 

A Ci'Qwd of Indiim Spirits are driven tik 

INDIAN SPIRITS. 

'W'e are come : we came in legions 
From the flat and dusky regions, 
"Where a wooden God they own. 
"We have perished bone by bone. 
Crushed beneath the giant* s car, 
"While our mothers shouted far. 
Over jungle, over plain, 
And drowned the discord of our pain I 
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MORDAX. 

You see, sir, you may choose your company. 

COUNT. 

No more of this ; which may be false, — or true. 

[Spirits /ocie aumy. 
Let me see one I know to be now dead. 

3I0RDAX. 

Dost see this tawdry cofiin ? It is now 

A prelate's palace, — Bishop Nunez' see. 

The poor at last can come quite near this saint : 

Nay, 'round him, now the worms are met in council : 

Cossus and Lumbricus are chosen presidents ; 

The one because he is a judge of learning, 

And t'other has taste in flesh. Wilt see your friend ? 

COUNT. 

No, let him rest : poor Nunez ! What lies here 
Beneath this heap of rough and rotting boards ? 
A felon's body ! AVell, what shall be done ? 

MORDAX. 

Kick it, as you would spurn an enemy ! 

[Count touches it with his foot : the boards crumble away and a body is seen. 

COUNT. 

Ha ! Sanchez ! Thou false friend ! Eise up, ye rocks, 
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Pillars, and floors of stone ! Else up and crush 
The villain downwards ! Hell hath let him 'scape. 

MORDAX. 

This rogue looks paler than his shirt. 

COUHT. 

Look there ! 

The name of Sathan is not on his brow. 



MOBDAX {looking). 



N — o : there's no name. 



COUNT. 



And yet, in his black heart, 
The devil lived, and swayed him like a slave, 
And laughed, and lied, and with a glozing tongue 
Cheated the world of love. 

MORDAX. 

What, this poor worm ? 

AVhat, he with his throat cut from ear to ear ? 

Ha ! ha I O mighty man ! 



COUNT. 



lie slew mi/ sister, 

So good, so fair, so young ! 
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MOBDAX. 

I warrant you 

The gallant's sorry enough now. Begone ! [The figure tivks. 

But how's this ? you look pale, sir. Lean on me : 

I'll be the reed, at least, if not the rock. 

But, hush ! strange music, like a swarm of bees, 

Seems oozing from the ground ! 

VOICES from helow. 
Hush ! there is a creature forming : 
Earth is into beauty warming ; 
Between dust, and death, and life. 
There is now a crimson strife : 
Between fire and frozen clav, 
Water, ether, darkness, day. 
There is now a magic motion. 
Like the slumber of the ocean 
Heaving in the sullen dawn ! 
Is the cloud withdrawn ? 

A VOICK. 

'Tis withdrawn ! 

Friends and foes are met together. 
Like a day of April weather, 
Beauty hand in hand with death ; 
What is wanting ? — only breath ! 

The Shadow qf the Body of a Qirl ri$e$, 
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OOUKT. 

Speak, ere I look. What comes ? 

VORPAX. 

A sleepiDg girl. 

Yet — round her white throat winds a dark red line : 

What can it moan ? 

C0U5T {looking up). 

Ha ! 'tis hcryolf, dead, dead ! 
Poor girl, poor girl, too early lost ! Was Fate 
(AVho gives to all the wretched store of years) 
A niggard but to thee ? 



MORDAX. 



Now, let her pass. 



oorNT. 



Yet &ne look ; for methinks it is (though pale) 
A pretty picture. When stern tyrants perish, 
False slaves, or lustful men, we look and loathe 
The ghastly bulks ; but Beauty, pale and cold, 
(Albeit washed never in Cimolian earth), 
Like the crushed rose which will not lose its sweets, 
Commands us after death. She sleeps, she sleeps ! 
Have you no power to wake her from her sleep ? 
To give the old sad accents to her tongue ? 



1G4 



THE TEMPTATION. 



MORDAX. 



'Tis past my power. 



I'll give thee- 



COUKT. 



MORDAX. 

Noble Count, 

Dost think I'm bought with gold ? 



COUNT. 



Ill worship thee 

MORDAX. 

Umph ! that sounds better. Yet, 

I cannot do't ; or must not. Wouldst thou have 

The dead turn traitors and betray the grave ? 



COUNT. 



Didst thou not swear that I should look through time ? 
See joy and sorrow ? wherefore drag me here ? 



MORDAX. 



Sir, you shall see the future, if you will. 
But, patience ! This fair thing must vanish first ; 
And then we'll try your fortune. Say farewell I 
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COURT. 



Farewell, my dear one — Ha ! be gentle with her. 

{Dirge, during which the Body rinks.) 
Lay her low in virgin earth, 
Till she claim a brighter birth ! 
Let ibe gentlest spirits weave 
Songs, for those who love to grieve ; 
Maidens, mothers, lovers (they 
Who have locks too early gray). 
Fathers who are tempest tossed, 
Widows who have won — and lost ! 
Children, fairer than the morning. 
They who die and leave a warning. 
With the unhealing wound, whose smart 
Never quits the childless heart ! 

COUXT. 

Now let us look on that which is to be. 

MORDAX. 

My glass is there : yet, ere you gaze, think well. 
The future 



COUNT. 



Bid it come, as terrible 

As tempest or the plague, I'll look upon't. 

And dare it to an answer. Methinks I feel 
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Swollen with courage or some grand despair, 
That lifts me above fortune. Quick ! unveil 
Your dusky mirror, you, lords of the mansion ! 

MO&DAX. 

Base goblins, quick ! Unveil your lying glass. 
And let my lord look in. Now, noble Count, 
AVhat see you ? 



[Shadows appear on the mirror. 



COUNT. 



Ha! 



HORDAX. 



Two figia*es, like ourselves ! 
We're linked together. Count ? 

COURT. 

True ; but thy shadow 

"Wears a strange cunning look and quivering eye, 
And the face changes — Ha ! from young to old, 
From fair to dark — from calm to smiles — to mirth ! 

From mirth, look ! into — Ila ! Diabolus ? 

[Tumi round quickly. 



XOSDAX. 

What is't ? 
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COUNT. 



'Tis gone ! 

Methought thou didst assume a fearful visage. 
Let me look on thee, nearer : no, thou'rt fair, 
As fair as truth. 



MOBDAX. 



No fairer ? 



COUNT. 



Wouldst thou bo 
Whiter than truth ? 



MORDAX. 



Why, — no : in fact, mi/ notion 

Is that slie wears a much too cold complexion. 

Now, sir, I like the olive, — or the black. 

Then, she was naked, too, or poets lie : 

Give me some covering, though't be but a mask. 

CO us r. 

That was a fearful face I saw ! 



MOUUAX. 

Forget it. 

Lot us consult the mirror once again. 



[Other Shadows appear, 
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Heaven I 'tia herself, my love, my dear, dear Inez ! 
She tcill he mine. After Love's fenrs and pains. 
The god sits crowned with roaes ! What are thei/ f 



Tour children. 



Both ? — How fair ! no lily (hirer. 
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See, with what matron smiles the mother bends, 

Kissing their veined temples with her lips ! 

Mine ? mine ? all mine ? O, Fate, why did I swear 

Hate everlasting to thee ? I abjure 

My raslmess at tliy feet. 

HORDAX. 

Had you not better 

Dip once again in the dark lottery ? 

Perhaps this spring may change. But see, what comes ? 

{The Shadows aUer. 

comrr, 
A thin shape comes : 'tis like myself; so like, 
That, but *tis younger and more spare and pale, 
I'd say — 'twas I. 



HORDAX. 



This phantom never lived. 



COUNT. 



I'll call it. Thou- 



MORDAX. 

Be still ! Toil must not talk 
To that which ne'er was flesh. Unto my ears 
Confide your transports : We may talk together ; 
Though not to them. These pigmies are as proud 
As a rich tradesman, or a new-made lord. 
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COUNT, 



Who is the vision ? Speak ! 



MORDAX. 



It is — your son. 



COUHT, 



Forbid it, Heaven ! Sickness or want hath struck 
This pale thin boy with death. Must lie then bear 
Youth without blossom ? without ago, decay ? 
After all childhood's ills and pains endured, 
(Before life's sweets are blown) 'tis hard to die. 
Let him not perish ! 



MORDAX. 



Do you pray to me ? 



OOUHT. 



I had forgot : methought the thing was real. 
But, see, he comes alone I Shew mo the rest. 
All the fair shapes, and she, the first and fairest. 
Whose beauty crowns my dreams, whoso heart is mine. 
My oxen I Not all your juggling tricks can shake 
My trust in her unmatched fidelity. 



MORDAX. 

I said not she was false : she is most true. 
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OOVVT. 



0, mj fast friend ! 

MOBDAZ. 

But beauty still is frail ; 

And what dishonour could not, D£ATU has struck ! 



COUNT. 



Ah! 



HORDAX. 

Stand up, Count! AV^hat, fall at the first word? 
Why, this ia but the future. {Aside.) The weak fool t 



COUNT. 



O thou false friend ! (He turns his back on me.) 
Is thcTO no liopo, no way, no ? 



MORDAX. 



None; jcBf—oiie! 



Ci^UNT. 



Quick, quick ! 



MORDAX. 

You need hut cliange your livery. Count. 

You've flcn-ed one thankless king in camps and councils. 

Have got hard knocks, no rank, and little pay ; 
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Have been dishonoured! "What else need be said P 
Push bim aside, and cboose a better master. 

ooirirF (Tpavaes), 
TJmpb! — be must be a king. 



HORDAX. 



He is. 



COUNT. 



A great one. 



MORDAX. 



He is a king more vast and terrible 

Than any one wbose cannon sbakes the world. 

He bath huge bests, wide realms, and sucb a power 

As tbe strong tempest batb wlien it is wroth. 

Fate cannot awe bim : Death is sworn bis slave. 



COUNT. 



What devil- 



MORDAX. 

Hu — sh ! You've guessed well. Hark ! bis name- 



[Wkispen, 



COUNT. 

Avaunt ! What art thou ? Who art thou ? 
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XORDAZ. 

Your friend ! [The fyure of Mobdax ehanget. 

Your fellow, too, who'll save all those you love : 

But, still, you must be prompt. Your vow runs thus 

COUHT. 

I will not hoar him. Ears, shut up your sense ! 

MORDAZ. 

Choose and be quick. Count ; for you're in some peril. 

The Inquisitors have scented out your path, 

(They aro brave bloodhounds), and will soon be here. 



COUNT. 

I care not. 



MOnDAX. 

But they've racks, whicli change men's humours. 
Then, for the things thou lovcst, their graves are open : 
Wilt isavo, or tlirust tlioni in ? 

rnuNT. 

Be dumb, tliou tempter. 

Turn your red eyeballs from me. O, 'tis fable, 
Black, base, unfounded, false : what else ? what else ? 
Yet, if it bo, —and T ran save them thus? 

[A noise t5 heard at a distaitte, 

MORBAX. 

Hark ! they are on thee. 
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THE TEMPTATION. 



OOUVT, 

Ha ! is death so near P 

No matter ; let it come. I shake like fear ! 



MORDAX. 

I still can save thee, thee and all thou lovest : 
Quick, speak the word. 

CJOUNT. 

The word ! what word ? Speak on. [Voices are heard wkhcnu, 

MORDAX. 

They're at the door. Say thus : " I(/ive my soul '' 

COUNT. 

Stay ! stop ! What shall be done ? Now, lile or death ? 
The grave for her, — or love ? God help me ! Ha ! 
I*m safe : 'twas a wild struggle ; but I'm safe. 
Fiend ! I abjure thee, (J*alU doion), loathe thee. 

OFFICER (unthout). 

Open the doors. 

In the name of the most Holy Inquisition ! 

MORDAX. 

Ha, ha ! the holy rogues ! — (whispering) Tou still may choose, 
Life, love, and wealth ? or the rack and scaffold ? Quick ! 

OFFICER {mthout). 
Burst through the doorp ! 

[The doors are broken ojien, and Officers, cfce., oftJie Inquisition enter. 
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ItHAHATIC SCBMBa. 

Uo ! Beizo upon him. Ha ! 

My lurd of Ortix ? Sir, Count Molchior heard 

Zou wore bodct by some fierce eueiny, 

And uLut us here to eave you. Baiae him up! 

Now, wherc'a your foe ? Seize on him ! 

1 TOIOE faHfrAi. 



I U^ar n hurrid voice, but uothiug see. 

Spread yuiii'HL'Ivea uut, aiut aeureh the vaults with care. 

liivaU', iiuil let iiouG i'ac:i[ic. 

COUNT iMMly). 
"I'ia vain : he's gone ! 
Wiierefore lie came, or who ho in, or was 



"We Jo iifii ask : Our tn.ister bade us say 
He'd apeak iu private with you. 

Ho is wjso ; 

AViae, good, and gcutk\ as a great niau bIiouM be. 
Bring me before hiiu ; I w'ill try to thank him. 
I'd go, hut cannot. 



R lauglu again. 




Lean on me. 

Now lot UB haate : Methinka strange sin and horror 

Tenant these lonely vaults : Perhaps they sit 
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DBAUATIG 8CEN88. 

Watching the couches of the vicked dead 1 
Come, let us go : to the Count's house, mj lord P 



A7, stmit, strait, strait : (Attde) and etrait to Inez' bon 
Wliicli was (and muBt once more be) my sweet home! 

[COITIT, Ac fl 



MICHAEL ANGELO. 




MICHAEL ANGELO. 



SCENE— 27(6 Study of Michael Ajigelo <U Borne. 



So, 'tie well doni-, Battieta ; ably drawn, 
So thus, and thou wilt need no marble iame. 



D&AMATIC SCENES. 



VIBSX PUPIL. 



Look, Michael ! 



MIOUAKL. 



All ! 'tis bad. These colors sleep 
Like death upon thj figures : touch them thus. 
This flesh is like a cardinal, red and dull : 
Thought should lie pale upon the scholar*B cheek ; 
Thus, — ^thus. And now, my young &iend, CosimOy 
Give me thy sketch ; nay do not fear me. So ! 
AVhy thou host overwrought this shape, my child, 
Cheating (fie on't !) air-travelling Ganymede 
Of his boy-beauty. ISee, 'tis thus : that eye, 
Lash't with dark fidnge : touch the lip tenderly ; 
And hide his forehead all in cloudy gold. 
ISee, let hiin lie thus ; helpless ; thus, my child ; 
And clasp the eagle's talon round his arm. 
There, it is done. AV^hat thiuk'st thou ? 



SECOND PUPIL. 



Oh I 'tis bruve, 

'Tis brave. Tliy eagle is the king of eagles. 

As thou art king of painters. 



MICUAEL. 



Idle chUd ! 



8X0UMV PUPIL. 



Shall 1 win fame ? 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 

XIOHAIL. 

Fame is a bounteous tree : 

Upon its branches hang bubbles and gold. 

Which wilt thou have ? 

SKOOND PUPIL. 

Both, Michael. 

MICHAEL. 

Art so greedy ? 

Thou'lt scarcely prosper. Wilt thou be the dog 

Who grasped at flesh and shadow, and lost all ? 

Bring me that head of Faunus, Giacomo : 

That — ^big as a giant, with the snaky locks. 

And the wild eyes, and nostrils stretched and blown. 

Ha ! this is right. 

THIRD PUPIL. 

'Tis like a Titan, Michael. 

None but thyself can master these great shapes. 

MICHAEL. 

Ha, ha ! — There, give it me, good Giacomo. 
Why, how thou fix'st thine eye upon its eye : 
Wouldst thou wage battle with it, Giacomo P 

THI&D PUPIL. 

Shall I not copy it ? 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

XIOHJLBL. 

Surelj : but take heed : 

Mar not tlie thought which thou dost gaze upon, 

Translating it in blind obedience ; 

But steal the spirit, as old Prometheus won 

From Phoebus' fiery wheels the living light. 

It is not dainty shadows, nor harlot hues, 

(Though flushed with sunset, like Vecelli's gawds,) 

Will make a painter. Take great heed the mind 

Live in the eye, and the wild appetite 

Breathe through the bosom and the sinewy shape. 

Come near me. Mark ! do not thou miss that turn. 



RAFFAELLE enters, 

BAFFAKLLE. 

Good morrow, IVIichael. How thrive thy designs 
For the Pope's chapel ? 



A PUPIL. 



Buonarotti ! 



mOHAEL. 

Ua! 

AVho speaks ? 

RAFFAELLE. 

Thy pupil. Come I in good time ? 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 

MICRAKL. 

Look and decide. [Shows a PUture. 

RAFPAELLE. 

'Tis grand and beautiful. 

MICHAEL. 

This visage came upon me while I slept. 

RAFFAELLE. 

the rich sleep ! Couldst thou not cozen her 
To quit her poppies, and aye toil for thee ? 

MICHAEL. 

Methought I lived three thousand years ago, 
Somewhere in Egypt, near a pyramid ; 
And in my dream I heard black Memnon playing : 
He stood twelve cubits high, and, with a voice 
Like thunder when it breaks on hollow shores, 
Called on the sky, which answered. Then he awoke 
His marble music, and with grave sweet sounds 
Enchanted from her chamber the coy Dawn. 
He sang, too — O such songs ! Silence, who lay 
Torpid upon those wastes of level sand, 
Stirred and grew human : from its shuddering reeds 
Stole forth the crocodile, and birds of blood 
Hung listening in the rich and burning air. 
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DRAMATIC SCaSNSa 



RArrAILLI. 



Didst dream all this ? 

XICHABL. 

Ay, Raffaelle ; and so gazed 

On Theban Memnon, that his image sunk 

Fixed in my brain. Lo ! this is he thou look'st on. 

RAFFAELLl. 

Sad watcher of the hours, which slowly creep 
Through melancholy nights and desert days ! 
His look oppresses me. — What's he ? ah, ha ! 
*Tirt Faunus, is it not ? That wreath of leaves, 
The crook, the panther skin, the laughing eyes, 
And the round cheek — or Bacchus ? Ah, 'tis he. 



MICUAEL. 

No ; 'tis the wood-god Fauniis. 



RAFFAELLE. 



A brave god. 

Stay ! — let me gaze upon it. Tluis — ay thus : 
You drove your pencil round, and thus — and thus. 
I never stood before a face so fine. 



MICHAEL. 

'Tis a free sketch ; I know it. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 

RAFFAKLLS. 

Thou shouldst paiut 

Gods, my good Michael, and leave earth to me. 

MICHAEL. 

The children and the women thou tciU have : 
What need to ask what thou hast won already. 

KAFFAELLE. 

Hark ! there are footsteps coming. 

MIOHAEL. 

'Tis the Pope. 



[I*orK Julius II. ciitcrt^ with Attendants.] 

POPE. 

We come to visit thee, good Buonarotti. 

MICHAEL. 

Your holiness is welcome. 

POPE. 

What hast thou done ? 

MICHAEL. 

Since yesterday ? — but little, save design : 
This head, and that. 
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DJIAHATIG SCENB3. 



rorii 



Thid taked uiy faucy much. 



fiAFTAELLE. 



Your koliuess is right. 



POPE. 



So, who art thou ? 



MICHAEL. 



*TL4 Kaflacllc JSanzio. 



POPE. 



lia ! aud wlio l^ he ? 



MICUASL. 

A painter, holy lather ; aud a good one. 



ropE. 



What else ? 



HICIIAKL. 

Some drawijigs, which your holiness 

Will prize but little. I've been plotting ktely. 



PUPE. 



Thiue is a tedious art : is't jiot so, Michael ? 



JIICIIAKL. 



trv 



T'lH hard to compass. 
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Um ! — uad slow to livi 



True ; — but it lives for aye. 



Bight ! like Keuown, 

'Which clothea with buu and life the deeJt) o 



; 



t' 



DRAMATIC SCENSa 

Building on earth a world which may outlast 
Its strong foundation. Give me Pame, on earth ; 
And, w^hen I leave sweet earth, a finer sphere, 
Where Beautj breathes thro* endless summer moms. 
Let me have voices, too, heart-wakening words, 
All touched like pictures with the soul of thought : 
So will I dream over Eljsian flowers, 
And listen to music, and quaff nectar-dew, 
And lie iu the light of love, and paint for ever 

POPE. 

Peace ! peace ! what's this ? 

mOilAEL. 

lie JiaCh a liberal fancy. 

POPE. 

He fills his horu fuller than Fortune's. 



HICUAEL. 

Now I would rather lie on some vast plain, 
,!l ii And hear the wolves upbraiding the cold moon, 

'l I Or on a rock when the blown thunder comes 

Booming along tlie wind. Mi/ dreams are nought, 
Unless with gentler figures fierce ones mix ; 
Giants with Angels, Death with Life, Despair 
With Joy : — even the Great One comes in terror 
To me, apparelled like the fiery storm. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 

RAFTAELLE. 

Thy fancy was begat i' the clouds. ^ 

MIOnAEL. 

My soul 

Finds best communion with both ill and good : 
Some spirits there are, all earth, which only thrive 
In wine or laughter : But my nature seeks 
Darkness and Night, Power or the death of Power : 
A mountain riven — a palace sacked — a town 
Kent by an earthquake (such as once uptore 
Catania from its roots, and sent it down 
To the centre, split in fragments) — Famine ; Plague ; 
Earth running red with blood, or deluge-drowned : 
These are my dreams : — and sometimes, when my brain 
Is calm, I lie awake and think of God. 

POPE. 

Michael ! 

MICHAEL. 

A vision comes which has no shape ; 
None, though I strain my sight, and strive to draw 
Some mighty fashion on the trembling dark,— 
'Tis gone : — again I draw, again 'tis flown ; 
And 80 I toil in vain. 

POPE. 

But thou must dream 
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DRAMATIC SCBI^ES. 

Again for me, good Michael. We must show 
A dream that sliall outlast the walls of Rome. 



.1 



MICHAEL. 

I'll do my best ; but thought is as a root 

Tliat strikes which way it will through the dark brain 

I cannot force' t. 



s 

1 



RAFFAELLE. 



What wilt thou paint— a World? 



MICHAEL. 



I 
(' 

I 

i 



Ay, its Creation. 

RAFFAELI.E. 

Make it fresh and fair ; 
Breathe all thy soul upon it, until it glow 
Like day. Clasp it all round with Paradise, 
Color, and light, green bowers 

MTCHAEIi. 

I'll make it bare. 

Like man when he comes forth, a naked wretch, 

So shall his dwelling be, — the barren soil. 



I- 
I. 



roPK. 



This must not be. It is not writ i' Tlie Book. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 

MICHAEL. 

Pardon me : I must chase mj own poor thought, 
Which way soever it turn. 

KAFFAELLE. 

Still earth should bloom ! 

MICHAEL. 

It should be like the time. I will not paint 

Antediluvian Adam when first ho sprang 

From dust, — strong, active, like the autumnal stag ; 

But * with limbs dawning into sinewy strength. 

Nor will I plant the full-blown intellect 

On his bright eye, but therein gently unfold 

Toung Adoration 

KAFFAELLE. 

Eight! 'Twill grow and blossom. 
Now for thine Eve. 

MICHAEL. 

TTm ! Must there be a woman P 

RAFFAELLE. 

* Must ! ' —Thou wouldst paint a barren world indeed. 
Thou never lovedet. 

* See his picture. ' Dominus Dens formavit hominem ex solo teme.* 
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D&AICATIO SCBNEa. 



1 have ! nay, I love atill. 



WhomP what? 



■WTiy, BO do I ; yet I love women too. 

Thy humor fceds one sense and starvea the rest. 



luiiiy. The youth speaks weU. 



Perhaps : yot, the first muii was bom alone, 
ConipaHiciilcss, a prodigy like Light. 
Birds and the desert brutes awaited him : 
Nought else. A world there was (fair if thou wilt) ; 
Yet Edcu grew uot belbre Adam rose. 
Afier his birth, indeed, ive uuiy have wrought 
That pleasant garden, wherein the Devil stole 
And tenijitcd Eaflaelle's goddess soon to sic. 



Stop there, stop there ! The n 



MICHABL ANGELO. 

MICHAEL. 

Alas I he fell. 

He ate perdition from the woman's hand. 
Death for himself — (he was not born to die, 
But live the lord of this eternal star) — 
Death for himself and race, despair and toil. 
Peril, and passion which no joy can quench, 
Grief here, and Hell hereafter, — these he earned. 
Shall I paint all this truly ? 

RA.PFAELLB. 

Why not P — yes. 

POPE. 

Do as thou wilt. Man's life is full of troubles. 

MICHAEIi. 

Tt is a pillap writ on every side 

With fiery figures. Shall we show them all ? 

POPK. 

No : the first fall ; no more. 

MICHAEL. 

Yes, the fierce moral. 

That let me do ; for I have sketched already 
Dark phantasies, and broke up graves, and blown 
(In thought) the heart-piercing trumpet, whose loud cry 
Shall blast the dreams of millions. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



POPE. 



\Vliat is this ? 



RA.FPAELLK. 



The Judgment ? 



MICHAEL. 



Ay, the Judgiiicnt. 

Look ! — In the middle, near the top, shall stand 

Jesus, the Saviour : by his side mild crowds 

Of followers, and Apostles hovering near. 

Here shall be seen the bless' d, and there the damned ; 

SinuLTS, whom diabolic strength shall hurl 

Down to perdition, insolent visages, 

Bom in the reign of Sin, shall flesh their fangs ; 

Dwarfs, devils, and hideous things, and brute abortions ; 

Some who make sick the moon, and some who hide 

Their monstrous foreheads in a reptile's mask : 

Pale Palsy, and crook' d Spasm, and bloated Plague, 

And Fear, made manifest, shall fill the wind 

With Hell,— for Hell is liorror, linked to pain. 



KAFFAELLE. 



No more. Thou dost bewitch my flesh to ice. 



POPE. 



No more, good Buonarotti. Now farewell I 
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1(ICHA£L ANGELO. 



Thy figuree hnuiit me, like Dis-easo. 
I mu3t go hear Bome HomuQ melody. 
Accomplished music, and vwect hum an words, 
And bask beneath the smiles which thou dost scorn. 
When I am disenchanted 



Come again. 

I will : farewell ! Father, thy holy blessing. 

My blesBing on thee, son ! Michael, farewell ! 



EAFFAELLE AND FORNAIUNA. 




RAFFAELLE AND FORNARINA. 



SCENE l.—A Soom in the Palace of the Pbince C— 



KAFFiBLLK. Juuo RoHJNO. [The FidvTe of ' The Triumph of 
wifiiiiahed.) 



I do not like that bead. 



DBAAUIIG 8CEMBS. 



1 oui eurry tor it. 



It is tuo ulcck, too soft, too— 



"Tis a woman's. 

'W^ouldst liavo inc paint each muscle starting forth t 
Or play the anntomiBt with her dclioato limbs, 
As Michael doth p Thou'rt wrong, friend Julio. 
Here, in thia brawny back, thou seost I have writ 
Strength, and a life of toil: but f Am — 'tis Love's! 



I Imvc done better tilings ; 
But let it pass. I waut her company, 
'Without whose smiles inv figures turn to stone. 
Now, look ! 



I'faith, that it a dove-eyed Triton. 
With what a mitk-fcd ghnice be winds his shell! 
I vould have filled it like the North, and puflbd 
His hroad cheeks out like two tcnipeat-blown billows. 



RAFPAELLG AND POKIfAEIKA. 



Thi4 fellow, now, ie like a loving shark, 

And wears his spirit in his eyes : 'tis good . 



Doat thou not see that, throughout all this story. 
The spirit of Love prevails, ia many shapes ; 
In some most gentle, and in others warm, 
Whilst in one form, bare lust alone ia seen. 
The blood's rebellion, the— - 



I understand not. 
Would all were such j 



Pshaw ! I had better 
Have drawn a herd of bulls lowing about 
One white Europa, than another such. 
Julio, I tire. I loathe this gaudy prison ; 
I'll point no more, unless my love be preaent. 

If thou darest trust thy Venus in my sight 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Then why not bring her hither p 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 



Hitlier? I will, 

Stio shnll atand lierc before thee, plain ns Truth ; 
Less stcdfnst, but us white aa untouched Truth, 
Whom slundcp never blew on. Brace thy heart. 

Lest aliu take nil by storm. 



\VTiat i3 she like '( 



"What, i'tho Pole? 

Is it set rouud with ice ? 



With blushing lire ; 

AVith crimson beauty, lil;e the death of day 

At iiudaummci-. Tier look — Love ! OLove! 

She trcadeth with midi even grace, that all 

The world niust wonder, nnd the envious weep, 

Hopeless to luatcli her ever. How I piucd 

Through niouths and mouths (1 was a fool and humble) 

Till at the In^t— T won her ! Dost thou hear ? 

She's mine, my queen ; and she shall shine a queeD. 

I'll clasp her rouud with gems : Iter traiu shall be 

Bioh aa a comet's, 
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RAPPAELLE AND PORNARINA. 



Art grown mad ? 



I tell thee 

I'll pave the way she treads on with pure gold. 

She shall not touch the trampled earth, aud do 

The haae dust honor, I'll have Cretan pinions 

Wrought for lior, and a harb whose task shall be 

To outfly the wind. Scarfs, fine as the air, 

And dipped in Iris colors, shall be wove. 

In Cashmere and the sunny Persian looms. 

To be her commonest 'tire. She shall be decked 

Forth, as she is, a goddess ! 



rare Love ! 

What a brave dream thou art ! 
These rainbows wJiich we weavi 
Should perish in broad noon. 



Great pity 'tia 

from our dull thoughts 



Once, I despaired ! {Pairuing.) 

Ha, ha! and saw through tears and cloudy dreams: 
What wonder that I erred ? But now, — 'tis day ! 



Ay, ay ; 'tis what we wish it, day or night : 
We make our seasons as we make ourselves. 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

RAFFAELLE. 

There ; now I toil no more. "While I am gone, 
Do thou enrich this panel with some tale. 
Let it be gaunt, and wild, dim as a dream : 
'Twill well oppose mine own. 

JULIO. 

I'll do it. Farewell ! 

RAFFAELLE. 

I shall be with thee ere the sun's awake. 

Be busy, and farewell ! [Rafpaellk exU, 

JULIO. 

I'll do't, I'll do't. 

— Now, shall I paint the devil ? Ah, ha ! — or drag 

IVIisshapen Chaos from his dark abysm, 

And stretch him, like a giaut, in the sun ? 

Or shall I tear the blue from South to North ? 

Or paint a comet plunging through the wind ? 

This ' Triumph' of our friend's is wanton soft : 

But there's high matter in the sea-nymph's story, 

Which might become a painter's pencil well. 

lie should have drawn the Cyclop, as he sate 

Uplifted like a crag, and piped his songs 

Of Galatea to the watery shores. 

Some say that Orpheus-like he charmed dull stones, 

Made ocean murmur, and the airy winds 
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RAFFAELLE AND FORNAEINA. 

Took captive ; but 'tis Jcnown be sigbed, and sang 

The deatbful ditties wbicb belong to love ; 

Calling on Galatea. She the while 

Lay mute, and closed (if e'er she heard his strains) 

Her soul against his passion. Day by day 

He sang, and like the mateless lark called forth 

The dawn ; and underneath the burning noon 

Held mournful celebration ; and at eve, 

Fatigued by sorrow and wild songs, he wept. 

I cannot fill this panel as he bids. [Sketching. 

The Prince C enters. 



PRINCE. 



So ; where is Kaftaelle ? 



JULIO. 



Gone. 



PRIKCE. 

Gone whither ? gone ? 

JULIO. 

Ay, marry ; Cupid called him, and he went. 
You'll find him by the two great lemon-trees, 
Which sleep beside the fountain in his garden. 

H' 'as brought his brown girl there for summer talking. 

[Painu. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

PRIKCE. 

'iSdeath ! what art thou doing, sirrah P 



JULIO. 



Um ! as my master bade me. I have tried- 



PKINCE. 



Tried ? ay, and failed. Get thou to Eaffaelle, feUow. 

Bid him sketch for thee each particular, 

The scene, the groups, the — all. I will not have 

My palace painted by a meaner hand. 

Bid him come here (if it mitst be) with his — mistress, 

And paint with Cupid's colors. 



[ExemtU. 
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KAFFAKLLii AND FOllNAUlNA. 



yCENE II. — The Garden of Fojinauina, in the iSubarbn 

of Itome. 



FouNARiNA aiul Attendants. 



Will lie not coiiiu ? 



FIUST ATTENDANT. 



Be patient. 



FollNAIlINA. 

He'll uot couie. 

The moou, the Iciguiiig, tickle, alaudered nioou 

Will surely come j aud every trooping star 

Bo present at his post in the dark sky ; 

And not a wind that wooes the orange leaves 

Will dare be absent : But he — false, oh false ! 

Mark, wenches, if ye love — but do not love : 

Tet, if ye do, fetter your lovers fast ; 

Bind 'em in chains, for love will fail like ice 

In summer sunbeams : Trust no smiles, no oaths ; 

Bury your hearts beneath demurest frowns ; 

And tremble not, nor sigh, if you*d be safe. 

Sing me a song, my child ; I am not well. 

[Second Attendant lojina to siiig. 
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DUAMATIG SGKNBS. 



VIBST ATTKHDAirT. 



ilai'k ! liark ! 

He's here. Mother of love, he's here. 

Come ! come away ! I'll ily him like a deer. 

Now if he finds me — Ah ! thou faithless one, [Raff aslle eniert. 

Art come at last ? I will not look on thee. 



RAFFAELLK. 



Then I must punish thee (kisses her). Look up ! 



FORNABINA. 



Thou false one ! 



KAFFAELLK. 



Did I not lietu' the nightingale in the thorn. 

Just as I entered? Why, what gloom is here ? 

Xo welcome ? none ? — Ladies ! who make our nights 

Starry as heaven when no cloud's upon it, 

Shine and smile sweetly, as ye love us. Shame ! 

What is this sullen sorrow, which so dulls 

Your biightncss ? Let rain fall, if rain must be, 

And straight grow clear again. Look up, sweet heart ! 



FORNARINA. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! What seest thou, now I look ? 
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RAPFAELLE AND FORNARINA. 

RAFFAELLE. 

A world of mischief in those night-black eyes, 
And peril on thy mouth. 

FORNARIWA. 

Now, art thou not 

A most false lover ? Thou didst promise me 

Thou wouldst come long before the sun went down ; 

And lo ! he is departing. 



RAPFAELLE. 

The great sun 

Falls from his fiery strength ! Tliis purple light, 

Traveller of the late sky, ^nll soon — how soon ! 

Pass to another world. I love this light : 

'Tis the old age of day, methinks, or haply 

The infancy of night : pleasant it is. 

Shall we be dreaming ! — Hark ! The nightingale, 

Queen of all music, to her listening heart 

Speaks and the woods are still. Sorrow and joy, 

Pleasure that pines to death, and amorous pain 

Fill (till it faints) her song. What sweet noise was't 

Came up the garden as I entered it ? 



FORNARINA. 

The sweetest noise on earth, a woman's tongue ; 
A string which hath no discord. 
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Let me lienr it. 

Come! a soft aong! » aoiig ! 

sRcnan 
Wliat pIkiH it lip F 



Sing anytliing, good girl, Beauty is beauty, 
WliptliiT it vio with swaa's-doini or the rose. 
Sing ! — yet not sadly, for the time is mouruful j 

Nor yel too gaily ; that were out of tune : 
Hut slug wliatever tempts thee. 

Sr:coNn ArrESDANT ring*. 

KONfl. 



Wliy do?t thou prolong 

Tbroiiali cola nights for eve 
Til J pfid foroflt flong? 



Wherein thou iiinyst pine 
I'lulcnienth the flowors, 
. H'liidi shall no'cr bo thino. 



Througli tlicm sing ni 

Whoro gi'ceii brai 

lint when ibyliihi 

Sleop, Bwoct Bum 



RAPPAKLLB AND FORNARINA. 

RAFFAELLR. 

This music falls on me like silver showers, 
And crowns me, now the toilsome day is over. 
With sweets akin to slumber. 



FORNARINA. 

Many thanks ! 

I tliink Marcella's voice grows sweeter daily. 

RAFPAELLE. 

She'll meet pale Philomel in her haunt, and try 
Wliose tongue is fleetest. Where was't she did learn ? 

FORNARINA. 

Beside a river, when she was a girl, 
Mocking its music, as the cuckoo's tongue 
Is mimicked oft by wandering urchin boys. 
Sometimes she cast her voice upon the winds. 
And then strove with the waters ; till, at last. 
She sings as you have heard. Thanks, girls ! now leave us, 

[Attendants exeunt. 

BAVFAELLE. 

How soft a prelude are sweet songs to love ! 
I should bo humble, but those sounds have crept 
Into my blood and stirred it. After music 
What should be heard but kisses ? Take thy due. 
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PORNARIKA. 



Tush ! Tiish ! 



BAFTAELLS. 

Come nearer to me, — near. Mad Jove 

Ne'er loved white Leda with such tenderest heart, 

Nor Dis (forsaking his Tartarean halls) 

Pale Proserpine, as I do rage for thee. 

Come nearer, thou wild witch ! nearer, I say. 

Be to me as the green is to the leaf, 

Crimson to roses, juice to the fresh plant, 

My life, my strength, my beauty. 



FORNARFNA. 



T am liere. 



RAFFAELLE. 

I love thee ; dost thou lu^ar ? I languished for thee. 
Ay ; I have left sweet praises for thee, — gold, 
Thrilling ambition, and the crowned delight 
"Wliich waits upon bold men who dare and do. 
Near, near ; I have left — ha, ha ! — a Triton winding 
His brawny arms around a shapeless nymph, 
God Cupid witliout eyes, fish without tails. 
And Galatea naked as the daA\'n. 
"\V1iat is it that T see in those black eves 
Beyond all others ? 
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Love ! 'TiB love for thee ! 
But, what didst paint to-day P 



A team of dolphina, 

A brace of Tritons and a crooked shell. 
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And some thoughts else, — ^which I forget. These things 
Shine well enough for men below the moon : 
But / liave taken flight for Venus' aery, 
Where 1 must rest to-niglit. Our patron prince 
Will wax most wroth when he doth learn my absence. 
No matter ; he must cool. 

VUBNAKINA. 

JJut thou hast left 

Thy li'ioud, thy pupil, him — what is his name ? 

Thy uncouth, clever scholar ? 



ILiFFAELLE. 

Julio Pippi. 

Troth, h<.''s as rough as winter. Here he is ! 



[Juuo lioMAMO entfra. 



Wliv, what has brought Ihec here ? 



.HJLIU. 



Oil! prijiccly t'ruNNus, 
A vulgar word or two, a Koman oath. 
Kathor than toil for tlicse same well-fed dogs, 
With a gold badge and a line wliich rims to Adam, 
I'll visit a wolf, and starve. Your lord, your prince 
Disdains my pencil, Sir ; cummands me stop. 
I'll paint him with a ilamiug robe in Hell, 
And give him a dog-fish's head. 
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Heed him not, Julio. 

If he contemn thy labor, Iie'a a fool ; 

And 80 no more of him. Thou shalt paiut for u 



I vrfll. Shall't be an earthquake ? or a storm P 



Neither; yat aomething which will suit thcc well. 
Dost love a marvel ? 



Do I ? By the Gods, 

Who dreamt upon Greek clouds Olympua-high, 

I love a quaint, wild, wonder-stirring tule. 

Let it be Goth or Roman, ivhat care I, 

So that each line he stuffed with witchery. 



Then this will suit thee. Now, mark well the story, 

— 'Tia said that in some land, I think iu Spain, 

Bising upon you like an awful dream, 

A wondrous image stands. 'Tia broad and gaunt, 

Tall aa u giant, with a stormy front 

And snaky hair, and largo eyes all of stone ; 

And anned (or so it seems) from bead to heel. 



I I 
I 



.1 

I 



DRAMATIC SCBNSS. 

With a crook'd felchion and enormous casque ; 

And links of marble mail, which once were brass ; 

And spurs of marble ; and marmoreal limbs, 

All bent, like one who staggers. Full at the East 

It glares like a defiance, lowering, bold ; 

And scorn still lurks about its stedfast eye ; 

And on its brow a devilish courage sits. 

This statue, as 'tis told, was once a king, 

A fierce idolater, who cursed the moon 

And hated heaven, yet owned some hellish sway : 

A strange religion this, and yet it was so. 

Well ; he was boni a king, as I have said, 

Ajad reigned o'er armed millions without law : 

He sold brave men for beggar gold, and stained 
t 
i The innocent ^'outli of virtue : he robbed altars ; 

I- Ate, like Apicius ; drank, like Airic sands, 

•h 

IJ 

ij » Eivers of wine ; tlien fell to frenzy. At last 

\ Swarming rebellions (like the Atlantic stirred 

To madness by the bellowing of great storms) 
Kose up, and lashed to ^^Tath by horrid wrongs. 
Hunted the tyrant from his brazen throne ; 
Hunted him like a wolf from cave to cave. 
Through rocks and mountains, and deep perilous glens, 
Day after day, night after night, until 
His soul burst out in curses. On one dull dawn. 
Which showed him, lurking, to relentless foes. 
He flung some terrible reproach at Heaven ; 
Laughed at its God, 'tis said, and cursed the Sun ; 
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"Whereat the broad eye of the Day unclosed, 
And stared him into stone 1 



Oh ! this is brave. 

I'll strain ray wit but I will do thta for thee. 



Farewell ! Farewell ! 



^ - _ 
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THE FLORENTINE PARTY. 



SCENE — The upper part of a Meadow near Florence, It 
runs sloping down to a River , and is sheltered at the top by 
a small Wood of Olives and Chestnut-trees ^ and ornamented 
in various ways, Fiesole is in the distance, 

Pamphilus, PfliLOSTRATus, DiONEUs ; Neiphila {as Queen), Pahpinea, 
FiAMETTA, Emilia, Philambna, Elissa and Lauretta, entering as 
from behind the Wood, 

NEIPHILA. 

Come on, come on ! A little further on, 
And we shall reach a spot where we may pause. 
It is a meadow full of the early spring : 
Tall grass is there which dallies with the wind. 
And never-ending odorous lemon-trees ; 
Wild flowers in blossom, and sweet citron buds, 
And princely cedars ; and the linden boughs 
Make arched walks for love to whisper in. 
If you be tired, lie down, and you shall hear 
A river, which doth kiss irregular banks. 
Enchant your senses with a sleepy tune. 
K not, and merry blood doth stir your veins. 
The place hath still a fair and pleasant aspect : 
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For in the midst of this green meadow springa 

A fountain of white marble, o'er whose sides 

Bun stories, graveii hy some cunning hand, 

Of pastoral life, and tipey revelry. 

There will we, 'midst delicious cat^, and wines 

Sparkling and amorous, and aweet iiutruments, 

Sing gentle miBcliicf as the sun goes down. 

Quick ! but a few steps more, 'round by this co^e 

Of olives and young chestnuts (to whose arms 

The \-ine8 seem clinging, like so many brides) 

And you will reach't. Ha, stay ! — Look ! here it is. 



Iln, ha ! Ha, ha ! — Look ! how Fhlloatnitus 
Buriea his forehead iu the fircah green grass. 



Hail, vemal spot ! "We bear to thy embrace 
Pleasures that ask for calm : Love, and Delight; 
Harmonious pukoa where uo evil dwells ; 
Srailea without treachery ; words all soft and true ; 
Music like morning, fresh and full of youth ; 
And all eke that belongs to gentleness. 



Conic ! Sit by n 




Thus ; in a circle. 

80, that IB well. Now, where ia Tindaro P 
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I fere, fi-llow- Thuliiro ! Tho queen ciotii cnll tlie 



Jlnd slic borne— 



lluw? JIow, ImiaViiavc? 

[>ost (Inro iLllinii nlit' I'niinot bear ? 



Sot I. 

N'ut. I, by Bnccbiia! Slie cnii benr, no doubt; 

Is i'niitfiil na n vinejnnl ; tlint'a past doubt. 

Hut, HtKiii>r, / linvc borne on tlicae poor slioiililcrB, 

Two truiikB— look, look !— i-rnimned full of \^inesanddaiDtiefl ■ 

Two lulos ; 11 viol : besiiU's some trn 



Tusl, ! Tusii ! 
WlieronrcllietiiUi-sP 



Oil l.\)nint/8 back ; 
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Aud Stephano doth bring the boards for chesa ; 

And Grasso hath the music. [Servants enter, laden. 

MONKl'H. 

Place all here. 

Thus ; in a circle. Now, awake the wines ! 

And spread these cloths upon the level ground, — 

Ho ! there : take heed ! thou wilt unstring my lute. 

Now, w^hcre's tlie viol di gamba ? Phice it here. 

Now, get ye gone unto yon chestnut-tree, 

And share your wine in honesty. Away ! 

[Servants exeunt. 

NKll'HlLA. 

Here will we rest, with all our court about us. 

PlIILOSTRATUS. 

Lauretta and Elissa, come this way. 

DIONEUS. 

Stay, Fiametta. 

FIAMKTTA. 

With Pampinea?— Well. 

I'AMPHILUS. 

Here let us rest, tender Emilia, 
And on this grassy hillock crowned with flowers, 
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Rest thy white arm. Now let the violets gaze 
Their iill, and drink the blue light from thine eyea ; 
Now lot the thievish winds their sweet wealth steal 
From the dark riches of thy hair. Look up ! 

DIONEUS. 

Fair Fiametta, dost thou hear him talk ? 

FIAMKTTA. 

lie sings, methinks. Or, i8*t his voice is sweet ? 



DIONKL'S. 

ris sugared o'er wit h fhittery. Now, for me ! 
The nightingales which haunt about these woods 
(irow hoarse, metliinks. 



I'tr- 



'ly 



lAtiiU. 



FIAMETTA. 



1 [ow 



■ SO r 



MONKUS. 



They lose their music 

(Else say their skill) before your honied words. 

Tush ! what's a rose ? Fll crush these gaudy leaves. 

How coarse their crimson is beside thine own ! 

Had 1 but lilies, I would burn them strait, 

As a white pcace-otlering to thee. Come ! wilt love me ? 



PAMPINKA. 

He is a mockbird, and but imitates 
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The poetry he hears in falser prose. 
Turn him to me, and leave him. 

FI AM ETTA. 

No ; not 80. 

He might afflict thy leisure with his groans. 

And shouldst thou chance to love him 

PAMPINEA. 

I ? Ha, ha ! 

I hate him like a poison plant. Methinks 

His very laugh is perilous. 

KIAMKTTA. 

I will medicine 't ; 

Not as men steal the poisonous juice from serpents. 

I'll let him talk, till his last drop of danger 

Be spent, and he is harmless. Look upon me ! 

T^Tiat ! wilt thou love me ? 

DION BUS. 

Ay ; by foam-born Venus ! 
By all these clinging, creeping, curling vines ! 
By Love ! I swear it. As the bee doth gather 
Wealth from the rose's lip, I'll steal from thine. 

KKIPIIILA. 

You sing too much in pairs. Break up ! break up ! 

And in the phice of tender falsehoods tell us 
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IIii, lia! Ha. hti! 



Wlmt'a tli.it wl.i. 



lla, hn! Iiu, ha! It ia uu amorous story 
Phil oat rntuii has rend us, out of book. 



Wi3 livo iill luTu ill li.MiL-st iellowaliip. 
lie ivlio is worth a jest or owns a song 
lluld:' it ill trust I'.ir thta oominunity. 



Ay, iLo fluMo pursfS, i^iv; no hoards of words; 
No merry tah's : nor sorious ; no dull songs, 
Leanit'd of the fiu-koo iiiidfriipath a pine. 
And huz/i'd in iin\;ito to a i-niKod guitar. 
AH in our own. So, Hpeiik, I'hilnstratus! 



r ? By my soul, 

I never tried to tell n talc till i 



1* 




I cannot tell it ; nay, if you will have 
A maudlin story, why prepare your eyes ; 
We'll have salt tears enow. Once on u time- 



Out on thee. That's the Kchoolboy'a stale beginning. 
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MONSUS. 

V\'o heard it fifteen liiindrcd tiiiies and more. 
B<?ggars nnfohl hucIi *neath our valets' windows 
At a penny apiece, and they account it dear. 

PniLOSTRATUS. 

I knew how it would be. So, come ! 1*11 drink 
A bumper of Greek wine and bold my peace. 

LAURETTA. 

What ! vanquished by a man that wears slaslied satin ? 
Tush ! thou a soldier ! Talk no more of love. 

PHILOSTRATrs. 

V\] tell it, by these teeth ! Once on a time — 
(Oh ! you arc still now) ; well, once on a time, 
There lived a king 

WOKKUS. 

Prodigious. 

PHILOSTRATUS. 

An old man. 

Who wedded (somcwliat rashly) a young wife. 

MONKirS. 

1 cannot hold my wonder. 
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Peace, you parrot ! 



"Well, Sirs ; this wife being young, as I have BoiU, 
Iioved one as young, n blnck-baired curly man, 
Almost a Moor ; some women love such men. 



Hia name P^I ace't. lie squiuted eomewlmt, thus j 
A pleasant caat ; Go on, and damn thyself! 



She loved this curly fellow ; he liked her : 
The end was that they met. Each night tall Tormca 
Stole to her chamber, when king Pliilip slept, 
And lay upon his pillow. Some time Love 
Hoodwinked our ancient king ; but be, being prone 
Unto suspicion, as moat mouarchs are, 
Soon read in Helen's looks and Tormes' smilo 
That he was cuckold. 



'Tis a filthy name. 



'Tia BO : but we must fix on bad and g 
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Names fit for each : we wreak our scorn, metbinkSy 
Too much ou words, and pass beside the deed. 

rillLySTKATlS. 

Well, Sirs : Our king, being bred to tricks of state. 

And burying anger in a sure revenge, 

AVatched, waited, and surprised the twain asleep. 

Yet, being in darkness (lest his lamp might scare 

That guilty pair away), he could but know 

T/ro sleepers lay there : whether girl or man 

Was but a guess. On this, to mark the one 

AVhose hair was coarser than the queen's, (the man,) 

What does he, Sirs, but clips — look ! shears the locks, 

(Then worn in clusters) close into the crown. 

This done, goes back and sleeps. 



DIONKI/S. 

An easy fellow I 

PllILOSTKATL'S. 

Well ; Tormes 'wakes : and with a yawn — -just thus — 

Rubs his broad palm athwart his neck. Behold ! 

lie starts : the curls are gone ! The queen weeps showers • 

YTet suddenly reviving (while her dull swain 

Puzzlcth in vain, o'er this, then that device) 

Bids him haste back, and whispers in his ear. 

lie laughs, shouts, dons his clothes ; and to the room 

AVhere all his mates (equerries) lie in dreams, 
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Hurries, and cloetly clips eacli sleeping crown 
Bare as his onn. Ha, ha! The morning comes, 
And onr great moiuirch hath a crop-eared levee ! 
He looks 1 one, two, three, all are shorn alike. 
Scarce can he hold his wonder : Yet, (being wise, 
And wishing not to spread his own disgrace) 
Quoth he—' Let him who did this act bo dumb. 
And do't no more !' — which said, all go their way. 
Then, as the story goes, by slow degrees, 
The king forgave his queen : this touclicd her heart ; 
And she requited bim, at hist, with love. 



1 (to not like your story. 



'Tisnot mine; 

But an old record of a n 

The moral— 



We'll forgive't. Some other time, 

A twelvemonth hence, wheii wc have bad our siipponi, 

We'll sleep upon't, while tlioii imraveH'st it. 



Now, who drinks Aleatico F 
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ILDS, IpCONEUB, OJlrf PBILOSTKATD*. 



iltTo, ladit'B, Iicre are gTa|ies, (spread out your amiB !) 

Purplt' as rveniiig ; figB, sini c.ikcB, whoae tops 
Miiko Jul! till' ivliitrneBS of our frosteil Alps. 



ltHii"]iorolhpti.T 



Our ljiiiii|ui-t n itii ;i sunj,- ? O sliami.' upon je 



Bring [bri'i^'Ti wines ! Now, which ehall't 1 
[Si 
SImll't be Clnret, fluahiiig, 

Dnrk ns nibira, red ? 

Or ItiirRundy, all bluHhing, 

Like n hridp in bed P 




Then't shall bo wild Champaguc, 
Which soars and falls again, 
Crowning the drinltCT's brain 
With dreams all night. 
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Or Sherry ? sparkling Sherry P 
Wliich luakes tlie diiDker merry, 
AVith its fine Borachio flavor? 



No, that's old ; 

So is Suck, whose kiss doth saroi 
or the wit that's past and told. 



Left be full, and rich, and bri|;ht, 
L\kc A ^em of liquid light. 



Let it be, (if like a stone,) 
Like the diamond nione, 
]>ii/,/lini; tli«* night! 



\J>Kr 



ff Ihii imtg the latin a.r reMutnl. 



And now, sweet sister, where in liif sad story i 
For sod it must he, if tliy mind doth speak 
Its nntnral musie, and iio erring star 
Bewitcli tboe to nnlicalthy n 



TUB FLORBNTIKB PAKTY. 



I do not tbiuk with you ; a merry atory, 
Methinks, ia harmless aa n tale that's sad. 
Tet, apeak, Emilia! 



Once,— in Florence, here, 

In that part which looks toward the hilts Pistoiaii, 
There dwelt a lady. She was very fiiir. 
Young', rich, a maiden, nohle, tender, free. 



Jupiter! 



Vulcan, hammer me i' the head ! 
I'm budding. 



What I i' the head P ho must have honia. 
Ia he a goat ? or— — 



Peace I my love'a a budding, 

Crimaoning, all bluahes, like a three days' bride. 



Silence in court ! Sky on, Emilia. 
Was she loved, this lady P 
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By two noble youths : 

Quidotto one, n high-bom Cremonese, 

And ono a Faviuii, Mutio Imola. 

IBoth dwelt in FloreQce, whore this lady came 

With old Curtaldo, when those tedious wars 

Which vcicd the city Blept, and men were free 

To come from exile to their iiatuiul homes. 



Cull iLie lier name! My head could never boar 
Tlicso vatjui' siinuiaingfl. ' Lady' — was she tall ? 
Meek P fnii- F Give iiic her name, and strait I see licr : 
Else is she hut a sound. 



'Twaa Afjathii. 

Aud very fair aho was, and very meek ; 
Tall too, and bent lier nx yon poplar bows 
To the sweet music of the river aira : 
Aud so it waa she whispered. 



Ay, Sir; for what ia nnisic, if sweet words 
Kisiug from tender fancies be not so P 
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Methinks there is no sound so gentle, none, 
Not even the South-wind young, when first he oomes 
Wooing the lemon flowers, for whom he leaves 
The coasts of BaiaB ; not melodious springs. 
Though heard i' the stillness of their native hills ; 
Not the rich viol, trump, cymbal, nor horn. 
Guitar nor cittern, nor the pining flute. 
Are half so sweet as tender human words. 

PAMPniLUS. 

Thou'rt right, dear lady. Pity speaks to grief 
More sweetly than a band of instruments ; 
And a friend's welcome, or a smiling kiss, 
Outflourishes the comet's bridal note. 

PHI LOST RAT us. 

Go on, go on ! 

BMILIA. 

These rival youths were friends ; 

Till Love, which should be free from all harsh thoughts, 
Set hate between them. Tben, rank jealous cares 
Sprang up, and with them many a sharp device, 
Plots, quarrels, serenades, wherein the sword 
Outmatched the cittern. Each had potent friends : 
One band the guardian sued, and one the maid ; 
But neither prospered. In the meantime, the youths 
Tired of complaints, and fights which bred but blows, 
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Besolved to steal what fortuiie beld from them. 

One bought the serving- woman's soul with gold, 
While mischief won the man : Thus, each bad help. 
But, tedious 'twere to speak, from day to day. 
Of feasts, and watchinga ; how the Paviau frowned 
Like sullen thunder o'er liis rival's hopes ; 
How with mad violence he traced his steps ; 
Forced ceaseless quarrel, and out-clamored all 
The wiiida in auger. Even the lady's presence 
(That altar before which Love loves to lie, 
Defenceless, harmless, all his wrongs put off,) 
"Was sullied by the Pavian's contumely. 

What did Ouidotto? 



When his rival lefl; 

Certiildo's palace, he — whose gold had won 

The lady's serving-maid to help hia suit, 

Stole, ushered by tlie lamping midnight uouu, 

Unto her garden, where, with learned strains, 

lie taught the echoes alt to speak his love ; 

Complained not ; smiled not ; but with tremulous words. 

And looks where sadness strove with humble hopes, 

Adored the lady. 
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I Bee*t. What woman jet did e*er withstand 
These modest mournful gentlemen ? 

M05EUS. 

Hear ! Hear him ! 

How he doth trumpet all his virtues ! 



5KIPHILA. 



Hush ! 

Let's know the rest. 



EMILIA. 



*Twas as yon jester says. 
Guidotto won the heart of Agatlia. 



KEIPniLA, 



Ay ; hut the end P 



EMILIA. 



One night, the Pavian (warned 

0' the guardian's ahsence) burst the palace doors, 

And with a riotous crew, whose chief he was, 

Stood 'fore the lady's eyes. Once more he told 

His burning story ; once more swore to die ; 

Vowed, menaced, sighed, implored, yet moved her not. 

On this, grown desperate, with one arm clasped round 

Her fainting figure, he bore her through the halls : 
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PHILOflTRATUS. 



Ha, ha ! Now where's the modest, moonlight lover P 
The twanger of guitars, the ? 

KMILIA. 

Peace ! He stood 

Like flaming anger in the rayisher's path : 
And drawing forth his sword, he bade him hail, 
Por he was come to save him. 

PAMPHILUS. 

What did the other ? 

EMILIA. 

Hushed on his nobler rival ; swore some oaths ; 
Frowned and denounced destruction. With sure hand 
Guidotto warded, and returned his threats. 
And for each blow repaid him with a wound. 
At last, the Favian fell. 

PHILOSTRATUS. 

The end ? the end ? 

SMILIA. 

The end was (would 'twere better) such as happens 
In common tales. 'Twas shown by some strange marks, 
Which chance, or nature, in her sport, had drawn 
Beneath the lady's breast, marring its white, 
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And bj a story wbich Certaldo told, 

(All well confirmed) that Agatha was, in truth, 

Own sister unto Mutio Imola. 

PUILOSTRATIS. 

And so Guidotto won, and there's an end P 

EMILIA. 

He wed indeed the gentle Flori'iico laily. 

But for the Pavian ; he (who loved ^o well 

*Midst all his anger) when he heanl tliat tale, 

Betook him to far lands or t^avai^e haunts. 

Some said, he bled a martyr to his faith, 

In Syrian countries ; figlitiug 'neath the llajjj 

Of Godfrey or the lion-hearted kin^ : 

Others that he had fled beyond the woods 

Near to Camaldoli; fed on roots; and dwelt 

Somewhere upon the unsheltertMl Apennine. 

Certain it is, a hemiit like to him 

Was known thereafter. In tlie eaves ho lived. 

Or tops of mountains; but when winds were loudest. 

And the broad moon worked spells far out at sea, 

He watched all night and day the lonely shores. 

And saved from shipwreck many mariners. 

At length — he died ; and strangers buried him. 

pioifxrs. 

Had he no friends P 
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■MILIA. 

In some lone cemet'rj, 

Distant from towns (some wild wood-girded spot, 

Euined and full of graves, all very old, 

Over whose scarce-seen mounds the pine-tree sheds 

Her solemn fruit, as giving * dust to dust') 

He sleeps in quiet. Had he no friend ? Oh ! yes ; 

Pity which hates all noise ; and Sorrow, like 

The pale-eyed marble that gnards virgin mould ; 

And widowed Silence, who will weep alone ; 

And all sad friends of Death, were friends to him ! 

KK[PHTLA. 

Is there no more ? 

EMILIA. 

No more. My tale is told. 

NEIPHILA. 

Then let us seek the fresh green river-banks, 
And rest awhile under yon plane-tree's shade. 
Our fair Emilia there will touch her lute ; 
And with a song, where love shall sweeten wisdom, 
Bid us take comfort. After such sad stories 
What can be heard, save music ? — Follow me ! 

[ExeunU 



246 



TllK VKTl-M. 




THE VICTIM. 



.... [HlOH in tho parching Bun, wliero Ganges old 
Sweeps by the junf;lcB, uiid lirn.iil biUuwa Bcnttcra 
Upon tho burning ahorca uf ilitkiloatan, 
SoBc a great tcnijik* ; in no ptmr ago 
Fashioned, but built, liku Babol, 'gaiust tlio skioa. 
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Based on a rock, and cut in granite stone. 

Its pillars and Titanian capitals 

Heayed their enormous bulks, till each o'erlooked 

Wide India. To some Gk>d, whose name is lost, 

This wilderness of stone was dedicate. 

Millions of quick-eyed slaves, with duskj brows. 

All wreathed in white, came here in the old time. 

And on the prostrate marble bent, and swore 

Allegiance to A Name ! Then, amidst storms 

Of blood and tears, 'rose Siya, at whose feet 

Widows were slain ; maidens, whose hearts were warm 

With summer love, old age and infancy. 

Shrank in his blazing altars, and left gold 

Unto the temple's saints for priestly prayers. 

Then prayed the priests ; and then, while darkness lay 

On the dull world, the fierce-eyed Saivans did 

Mysterious rites, and their nocturnal songs 

Went sounding through the long stone-carved aisles 

Of Elephanta to brute Juggernaut. 

And soon this superstition far outspread : 

From Oude to the Deccan ; over black Bahar ; 

From the Arab Seas, across to rank Bengal, 

It sprang and flourished ; and wherever else 

Base human folly crouched to baser guile. 

It reigned and made its martyrs. . . . There is one 

Far famous in its stories, from whose life. 

And from whose death, and from whose after fame. 

Some leam a lesson. When the droughts are great, 
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And their squat idols sit unmoved, tho prit'stu 
Call CD the saiutlj Muttra. To plca»; him, 
They bum a vii^in, and scream looau lovo soii^x. 
And curse the Bajah, Dhur-Singb, luug eiiieu Ji-ad. 
Se, while he lived, iriso prince, did goud towards .ill ; 
He lired, untouched by grief, Ibr many yoard ; 
And, when hv died, left children virtuuus, 
A happy land, which owned )iid rule wua juhI, 
And slumbered in the Indian's Taradi^e.] .... 




SCENE l.^A Garden, near the Ganget. 
Rhaida waifuif . 
AatiDt. 
The 8im has set, and now should Meignoun come, 
My dear, dear shepherd I All day long he leaves 
Mj soul to wander ; but at dark be comes, 
Lovelier than night, to his poor Hindoo maid. 



THE TKTTUI. 

Look ! On the holy altan &am.ea the fire, 
Which holy priests now fwd with myrrh and flowers : 
That is his sigiial — hark ! he cornea, he ooaits ! 
No, — ^no; O, fiiithlcse sliepbcrd! 'tia the niali 
Of the great Gauges, who doth love her lord 
(Her oceaD husband) more than thou lov'st me. 
Fosd fool, he will not come ; yet, soft ! — he's here ! 
He M here, and I wrong Iiim. O JMeignouii ! 

Ubiunock tnlcri. 



My heart ! my dear oue ! 



My — mj own ! iJUth into hU 



Ay, but I BOon must leave Dice, swet't Hindoo 
With scarce a kiss from thy riih lii), iiiucit i 
Seek the great City. Evl'H now, my friends 
Are waiting for me on the river bunks \ 
And I must sigh — farewell ! 



Go, — go: farewell! 



To-morrow I will come to thee betimes ; 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 



And I will bring with me the nuptial lamp, 
And the bright bridal jewels 

RHAIDA. 

Come thyself. 

O thou, who art beyond all gems to me ! 

Bring me thyself; or (if thou wilt aught else), 

E'en bring one lotus lily for my breast, 

And swear upon't that thou wilt love me ever. 

MBiaNOUH. 

I'll do't, thou jealous girl ; yet I have sworn, 
A thousand times already, 'neath the stars, 
To love, — and I do love thee. 

BHAIDA. 

Swear't again. 

Never too often can a lover vow : 

So once more vow, and I will list to thee 

With ears more greedy than the mother owns. 

When on her first-born's stammering words she hangs, 

And thanks sweet Heaven for Music. Wilt thou love me P 



MIIOKOUH. 



I love thee now. 



BHAIDA. 



But ever, ever love me ? 
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miQHOUV. 

I love tlieCi and will loyo thee. Tush ! not so 
The summer nightingale shall haunt the rose : 
Not Kunja (when 'mongst yillage maids ho dwelt, 
In his bright boyhood, and did woo, and win). 
E'er loved as I will love. I'll bear tlieo hcnco 
A bride more envied 

RIIAIDA. 

thou vain, vain shepherd ! 

MEMNi'U.V. 

How ? — ^but you chide me well : I had forgot . 

1 dreamt, as oft I dream, and someiinies liope. 
A shepherd? that was true; yet, in past times, 
The shepherd's sword hath cut its way to power. 
I'll come and re-demand thee. 

RBAIDA. 

'Twill be vain. 

And yet, if thou wouldst cast this cloak aside. 

And tell us thy true name and parentage ? 

MEIONOITH. 

Suppose, sweet, I should be that fierce Decoit, 
Whose very name is terror to the land. 
The river-robber, Kemaun ? — Dost thou shrink ? 
Fear not : your Eajah tracks hiiu where he lurks, 
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In the dark jungles. He has braved the law ; 
And powerful hands are on him. 

KB AID A, 

Let him go. 

You smile ! ha ! what art thou ? Speak ! Have I given 

My whole heart to 

MBiaNOUir. 

A robber ? Dream not so. 

Yet, — ^being a robber, he's a potent one ; 

Next to your prince in power. But I must go : 

And, ere I go, one word of your fierce father : 

I swore (as thou rememberest) to corae back, 

And from his lips force gentler words. Now, mark ! 

That hour is near ; and, for the subtle slave 

Who whispered lies in thy harsh father's ear, 

I'll bring his fit reward. 

BHAIDA. 

He is too base 

MEIQNOUN. 

Fop anger, not for justice. Then, he mocks 

At my revenge ! Methinks he laughs too early. 

I wait my time : in hate, sweet, as in love, 

Thy shepherd's constant. On black Muttra's head 
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I promised vengeance : I will keep mj word. 



[Voicos are heard tinging ai a distance. 



Hark! my companions call ine : I must go. 
I had forgot all time in thy sweet presence. 
Farewell ! The wind is risinp:. 

KIIAU'A. 

Must JOVL go ? 

MKIUN'OLN. 

Dost hear the river surging 'gainst its banks ? 



litlAIHA. 

It murmurs like a tender bride, niethinks : 

" Leave me not, love," it says, " so soon this night, 

When heaven looks kind on earth, and earth is lia[)i)y." 



MKHiNuUN. 

The storm is coming. If I more delay 

We shall not 'scape the ambush. Love, farewell. 



[£lriV quickly. 



KHAIbA. 



His step grows faint,— and fainter; all is still. 



\^Littening, 



MuTTRA comes out of a thicket of shrubs. 

Ml-'TTllA. 

Soy he is gone. Come fon^'ard ; all is quiet. 
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The ZEMi!n)AB entera, 

ZKMIKDAR. 

Now, now, where is she ? Ah, look where she stands, 
The fool, still dreaming of that base Deceit, 
That water robber, whom I more abhor 
Than poison : but 1*11 wake her. Girl ! 



[JStrikeiker. 



KUAIDA. 



Ah, father. 



MUTTRA. 



Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! — (Aside,) She will bum famously. 
Those snaky locks, with which she snares men's hearts, 
That tongue, witli which she scorns them — she scorned me. 



ZEMINDAR. 



What, are vou dumb r 



MiTTRA [aside). 

Not yet : but soon she shall be. 
Her ancles, silver-bound, licr round soft arms. 
Her bosom with his white love leaves upon it, 
All shall consume : the priests are ready for her j 
The flames are hungry, and my heart's ablaze 
With a brave fury. (2b Zemindar)— Shall both die by fire ? 
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Oo in, and wait. (Rii ai uil. rjcif.) What say you *■ 
No; the tuny bum, Wrausi- Iut liloml nil! \ni»li 
A dork blot from my Iiouso: but lir — (.'Oliic iicnrl 
I'vo dug a hole lienfnth iny pcc|inl Ircos, 
And in't we'll tumble liiiu. To-mnrri)w iiigbl. 
Wlienbis bloo<l beata Imt, wu'll shut him up. 



DRAMATIC SCBNRS. 

MUTTRA. 

Ho, ho ! 

What alive ? alive ? 

ZKIIIHDAR. 

Ay, full of life and lust. 

We'll cool his dreams, the while we quench his courage, 

MUTTRA. 

I love thee : good ! But he will die — too soon ? 

ZEMIKDAR. 

No : I have fenced his grave all round with stone. 
And pierced tlie lid with Jioles. Thro' these same holes. 
The music of his screams shall soothe our ears. 
Three days and nights I'll live beside his grave, 
And listen — while he starves. 

Ml'TTRA. 

O brave ! O brave ! 

Come, let us look upon this pretty place. 
Come on, come on. Beneath the pcopul trees ? 
Was it not there ? This is the shortest path. 



[£cntfi<. 
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SCENE TT. — Samfi place. Time, the next evenintf, 
MoTTRA and the Zemindar air paminff along ; Kemaun vuft* them. 

KKMAIN. 

Stay, stop ! a word witli you. 



/KMIM'AK 



What dog ia Jiere ? 

A Pariah? Strike liiin down. 



KI.MAJ S. 



'Tis not ill said ; 

But hard blows must be struck eri' that be tloue. 

What say you, — shall we fi»;lit ? 



MITTRA (to the /KMINPAK). 

Peace! do not toueh liim *. 
'Tis a strange fellow ; very brave and honest, 
But strange, aa you may set?. lie brings me news 
Of matters afar off, and (with your l(\ive,) 
I would be private with him. Farewell, now ; [Zkmindau r«?7. 
I'll follow soon. Now, then, is all prepared r 
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KKMAUN. 



Who is that little withered, winter thing, 
Whose knees go knocking by the bamboo stalks ? 



MUTTRA. 



'Tis the Zemindar. 



RKMAUN. 



So ! — I'll take his money 
With a free heart. Nature has written dupe. 
And cheat, and miser, in his reptile looks : 
That's well ; we'll strip him of his golden skin. 
And tie him to a tree. His girl, you say 



Ml'TTUA. 



May live ; yes, - 'twill be better she escape. 

{Aside.) She touched my humour, as she moved away : 

Methouglit her walk was like an antelope's ; 

Her eyes are jewel-like ; sweet words she has ; 

Soft limbs, bright ringlets, and a swan-like gait. 

My mind is changed ; 1 would not have her bum, 

Till she grows old, and then — the wood may blnz(».' 



KKMAUN. 



And, if I rescue lier ? 



I 



DTTRA. 



And keep her for me, 

I'll show thee wliere her father hides his gold. 
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KLMAL'N. 



Good ; thou shalt have a third : that ami tlie girl 
Thou*lt fairlj earn by thy bold treachery. 



MITTU\. 



HoWy treachery ? 



KKMALN. 

Ay,- oh, that oilends thee ? 'I\ish, 

We on the river care not for such tliiiit's : 

We speak our ininds and sia]> ; n plain j^^ood way, 

And saves a load of troiiblt?. Now I'll leave tlicc. 

My rogues are skulkiii*^ in the tliickct there, 

And wait for orders. AV'lieu this* horn is blown, 

I'll come and make the priests stare. 



|(rVlf J* it. 



Ml I I )M 



Do not drag 
Their curse on me 



KEM.M N. 



Oh no. I know thou art 

Half priest, and three parts saint, and all a knave. 

Do I not know the(\ AFuttra? thou hast done 



Ml rriiA. 



Bad deeds, I know't, but I do mortify 
My flesh with fast, and score my back with stripes ; 
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Have I not lain on the jagged iron, — ha ! 
Cankered mj tongue P and swung upon a hook P 

KKMAUN. 

Peace, you blind cheat, how dare you brag to me ? 
"What ! taunt me with your virtues ? 

UUTTRA. 

I have done : 

Let us not quarrel, who are now allies. 

Eetire, and wait the signal. Nay, retire. 



K.SMAUN (cUuZtf). 

Now let mc have both gold and girl, and then- 



MUTTRA. 

The cut-throat infidel robber ! — he is gone. 
I breathe more freely. He will do the sin, 
And I reap the sweet profit : that is right. 
When all is won, I'll lead the Eajah where 
The villain hides : none know where His but I. 



Messenger eaUnng, 

MSSSEirOKR. 

The priests are waiting for thee, holy Muttra. 
The victim which you promised hath not come. 



\Exit, 
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Haste ! for the Eojah will be there tu-duy, 
And sacrifice to Siva. 

MUTTKA. 

Say I come. [Messenger cjcit.) 

'Twill be a glorioua day. The Kajah cunie ? 

Well, we inuat wait until he leavo the shrme, 

Aad theu do our deaigu. Now, what's the matter ? 



Kemaun, entering, 

KEMAIN. 



The wood's surrounded: half the Knjah's t^ol)J)^y■ 



UUTTKA. 

Fear not; 'tis nothhig. IK; does saeritice ; 
And all his Court attend: 'lid ever thus. 
Go, hide your men ; there, 'miiUt the uuderwood ; 
And when the Kajah's gone, I'll hh)w the horn. 



[Exeunt, 
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SCENE III.— ^ Mindoo Zbinp/«. 
Frititt an ^wad'nj, and vt/laritt Jhtedtup. 

Pour Iho attar, — more and more ! 
Flowers, and leaves, and spices heap ; 
Gums, and oils, and odours pour, 
Lest the burning altar sleep ! 
Look, it siuka — the holy flame ! 
Why is not the victim brought ? 



THE VICTIM. 



Once, if cnllod, the Hindoo came 
Swifter thou the lli-;ht of thought t 



I am bcre, as soou tu auiii^lit. 



I nm hero ; — and I ;-— ami I : 
There arc none who uhriuk nr lly. 



Why doth the dooNiv.I vidini sliiy ? 
Full of din is Kise, Why: 
Quick, or soon h1i:i11 suiiiiil a, curse. 
Amidst th(^ thuudci" of our versi-. 
Call her \4ith resistless voice ! 



Come ! 
The iCEKlNDjtR, Hhaida, nii^l JIi ttha, art 'ern /ipprvJ'-Ziln: 



Ecjoicc, rejoice ! 



Soothe her floul with Konj;, 
Like n silver shower. 
Sweet, niul briRlit, and bIti' 
'Tis her conquering hour! 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Let the music steal, 
Like a hidden river, 
Through her, till she feel 
Crowned and blessed for ever ! 



The Zehikdab crovms hi* daughter. 

RHAIDA. 

Why am I brought here ? — Ila ! what means the crown ? 
I am no victim sentenced to tlie fire. 



OniKP PRIEST. 



Come forward ! 



RnATDA. 

Hark, he calls on some one. Hush ! 



ZEMINDATl. 



He calls on thee ! 



RHATPA. 



Ah ! no, no : kill me not. 



[P<ah. 



CHIEF PRIEST. 



Whence comes this ! Was she not prepared ? 'twas wrong. 
The Bajah will himself come here to-day, 
And pray for aid in some great enterprise ; 
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Till tlien we shall not itaiti tho nitnr foot. 
Tako Her aaide, meantime, and connBol licr. 

[ItQAIDA U laim 01 

Totnta Kiiluml. 
The Bajah comcB ! the Bajah ! 



Heu'at thou the ahouts ? ho coitico. 



I hear them, brother. 

The bold, frcethiukin^ Dliiir-Sinj;h, comes, I Vnmv ; 

But here, in our own tenipli', lio miiat droop 

His lion aspect mid obey the law. 

Hful, Maharajah ! 

The Rajah 'nkn, alUndiil. 

B\.tAli ('unw OflicoH. 
Bee they be secure. 

Health to the prieata of Siva t I am come 
To share yonr holy ritea, and offer prayers. 
Woods, leaves, and apicea, (for I shed no blood. 
Save that of foes,) before .1 God's great abrinc. 
Bring here the basket. Look, I otl'er tlioso ; 
Hyrrh, aloes, sacred oils, rich sandal- wood, 
And flowers, which you coulcss even Siva loves : 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Take them ; and pray that I may free the land 

(Else all at peace,) from murderous men, whoVe turned 

Our holy Granges to a place of spoil, 

Bobbed the poor peasant, slain the sucking babe, 

Fired happy homes, and wheresoe'er they've been, 

Left death, and violation, and despair ! 

[The presents are offered, 

CHIEF PRIEST. 

The offerings are accepted. See, they bum. 

And now, great Eajah, we will sacrifice 

A living creature at the altar foot, 

A maid who ne'er was wooed, betrothed, nor won. 

Go, fetch the victim. [Priest poet aid. 

RAJAH. 

Doth she wish to bum ? 

CniEF PRIEST. 

Her father brings her. On his house a blot 

Hath dwelt for a hundred years ; no good stays with him ; 

His acts ne'er prosper ; he is loved by none ; 

His dreams are bad ; his peasants starve ; his friends — 

He h^th no friend ; and therefore (and because 

He loves great Siva) doth he this day bring 

His daughter for a maiden sacrifice. 

RAJAU. 

Methinks himself should smart for his own sins. 
And she ? 
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She tremblea. irumnn blood will isliake, 
Sometimce, in drtTn! uf tlie Inat agony ; 
But we will pray such fault may be forgiven. 
And bid her father fast for ouc whole dny : 
She shall not die iu vain. 



DRAMATIC SCSNBS. 
Priest aUert with Rhaida, tke ZumrDAB, dtc. 

PUEST. 

The maiden'B here. 

CHIEF PRIRT. 

Come forward. Girl, approach. 

EUA.IDA. 

O spare me, spare me ! 

BAJAU (tendtrly). 
Come hither, Rhaida ! 

&UAIDA {screanu). 
Ha ! — who spoke to me ? 

ZEMINPAR. 

The Eajah spoke. (Aside,) Mcthinks I know his voice. 

BHAIDA. 

Where? Where? TheKajah? Ha, Meignoim ! 'Tishe! 
I'm safe, I*m sale ! [Sink$ on her knees. 

RAJAU. 

Did they not say this girl 
Was uiiafhauced ? 

OUISr PUEST. 

Ay, unwooed, unsought. 
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They told tliee false, and thoy .loscnc to dio. 
She it afEanccd ; uay, hIic should have been 
This night a bride. 



Whose bride, Itajab ? 



Mike. 

Come forward, Khaidn, Liink I 1 lake her hand, 
And in your holy ti'm)iK; rjwii lier iiiiiii', 
Prictit, sct;k aonie other vietiiii. 



(Kehai'N entfri /.,i» rti'il'li. 'iml tnij^ i villi 'I.' rmW. Tht jAin 
turrouniltii '-y (iv^/w.) 



Mighty Kajab, 

I grieve that 't Hlioiild lie thus ; but slie irf doomed ! 

The God himnelf, in liis own vt)i(e, linlh asked 

A Yictiin, and T dure not disobey : 

I dare not oiler one of less defji-ee. 



Then must wc atrnit do jiistiee. Stand apart ! 

Ternblo Siva ! if thia maid be thini', 

Devoted, and not Hhiiii by hninnn liate. 

Speak to tliy servant, wlio uow kneels before tlioe. 



DRAMATIC SCBNES. 

OHIEV PRISST. 

Arise ! The marble hath. a thousand tongues, 
And might, if so it willed, now answer thee. 

RAJAH. 

Peace, holy man, do I not know't ? The God, 
Whose strong divinity is masked in stone, 
Is free as air ; his spirit stUl hath power 
To will, and make his marble limbs obey, 
His marble tongue to speak. Is it not so ? 

CHIEF PAISST. 

'Tis so. 

RAJAH. 

Then speak, O Siva ! If thy wTath 

Demand this maiden for thy altar fires. 

Speak, and she comes. But, if no word of thine 

Be heard in answer, I pronounce her — free ! 

Behold her ! She was lured by falsehood hither ; 

And they who brought her have affronted tTiee, 

By offering a false martyr. She is wooed, 

"Won, almost wed ; and by thy awful law, 

Is unfit for the altar. Terrible G-od, 

If thou delightest, as 'tis said, in blood. 

Yet sure thou lov'st it most when justly shed. 

Know, we have now a victim fit for thee ; 

One who, though priest and saint, deserves to die. 
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Spare, then, this innocent maid ! — Onco more, if tliou 
Speak'st not, she's free. No answer ? Maid, approach ! 
The God whom now wo worship gives no sign. 

CniKF PRIEST. 

The sign you call for, yesternight was made ; 
And I did see it. 



lUJAn. 

"Was the victim named, ^ 



CHIEF PRlKsT. 

No name: a victim on! v. 

RAJAn. 

He shall have 

A saintly victim, who is doomed to die ; 

Doomed by the law and me. 

[Claps hU hands. Muttra and Kemaun arc iccurtd, 

PRIESTS. 

This place is sacred, Prince. 

RAJAII. 

Peace, peace, vain men. 
Justice is done in heaven ; why not here ? 
Bring forth the prisonen^. Men, stained black with crimes, 
(All by confession and strong proofs made plain) 
Prepare, for ye must die ! Kcmaun, thou hast 
One lonely virtue, an undaunted mind : 
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For this (so mucb I reverence valiant hearts), 
I give thee choice how thou wilt die to-day. 
Speak, and begone ! 

KBMAUN. 

The robber's death for me. 

A tamer end would blot the fame I've earned : 

Death and renown be mine ! 

RAJAU. 

Take him away. [Kemaun exU, guarded. 

For thee, thou baser villain, death by fire : 

That is thy doom, which none shall mitigate. 

(2b Officer.) Stay thou, and see it done. He is the worst. 

More base, more false, more without touch of pity. 

Than ever I did think a man could be. 

One more there is ; her father. 

OFFICER. 

Must he die ? 

RAJAU. 

No ; let him live ; but in a foreign land. 
We will not touch a hair that's kin to her, 

[Turns towards Rhaida. 
And now, thou tenderest heart, and loveliest bride, 

That ever made the world more beautiful, 
Bright'ning with smiles the aye-recurring Spring, 
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What shall be done witli threT ^Vhy, thou must go 
Ucto a prison ; look ! to these fuud otuih ; 
"Whilst I, tliy Prmte, shall feci more honourt-d,— more, 
"With thee thus oear me, Bueet, — tlian were I crowned 
"With garlanda, red with conqueat, or aow hailed 
By all wide lodia as her ehoaeu King ! 




(jart tbe Cljittr. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE FIRST DAT OF THE YEAR. 



As one who enters on a road 
The end whereof no sight can reach ; 
Where they who bear Sin's heavy load 
Are numberless (so sages teach) 
As sands upon the wild sea-beach : 
Where Showers and Sunshine, Night and Day, 
Like Ghosts go glimmering on their way ; 
Where Friends and Foes, where Right and Wrong, 
Ajid all that doth to Life belong, — 
The shadowy Past, the grim To-come, 
Around our footsteps sink and soar ; 
Where Death goes beating on his drum ; 
And that great Sea without a shore 
Gleams in the distance, while a Voice 
Cries out, * Let no one here rejoice ! ' 
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THE FIBST DAY OP THE YEAR. 

So I, now blind with hope and fear, 

Enter upon thy paths, O year ! 

Thy paths, which all who breathe must tread, 

Which lead the Living to the Dead, 

I enter ; for it is my doom 

To tread thy labyrinthine gloom ; 

To note who 'round me watch and wait ; 

To love a few ; perhaps to hate ; 

And do all duties of my fate. 
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MARCH; APBIL: MAT. 



—A cloudy stream is flowiog, 
And a hard steel bloat is blowing ; 
Bitterer now than I remember 
Ever to have felt or seen, 



MARCH: APRIL: MAT. 

In the depths of drear December, 
When the white doth hide the green : 
Not a trembling weed up-peereth 
From its dark home under-ground ; 
Violet now nor primrose heareth 
In her sleep a single sound ; 
All in wintry torpor bound ! 
Not a sparrow upon the spray ! 
Not a lark to greet the day ! 

Hush ! — I hear the silver rain 

Beating on the western pane, 

Singing songs unto the snow ; 

Calling earth to wake below : 

Ah, sweet April comes, who never comes in vain ! 

In the Orient — flight ! A haze 
0*er the deep night-blackness strays : 
Thro' the cloudy pall it poureth, 
0*er the mountain scalp it soareth, 
Over, through, afar, around, 
(Warming all the heart of May,) 
Buns the light without a sound, 
From the black into the grey, 
From the grey into the dawn, 
Silvering all its folds of lawn. 
Till it bursts upon the Day. 
Qaze ! From out the living gold 
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Kuowledge streameth as of aid. 
Qtue upon the sunny river ; 
Heaven ia bright and bounteous ever. 
All is beautiful. — I rise ; 
Ood b looking irom the skiea ! 



THE PICTUEE. 



Undebneath yon antique frame, 
(Carved, observe, hj dextrous hands,) 
All apart from meaner things, 
The thousand-guinea panel stands. 

Once, in the great old Moro palace, 
When the sunset evening bloom 
Flushed the Adriatic waters. 
It lit up the golden room. 

Strangers, all who thronged to see it, 
Vowed the soldier's coal-black eyes 
Burned beneath the lady's beauty, 
Glowing there with sweet surprise. 



From his earnest gaze she looks ; 
Yet the passionate words she hears ; 
As when we fix our eyes on books 
We hear a tender talker's tears : 
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THE PICTURE. 

And, note well his tremulous mouth, 
Her proud sweet smile, patrician skin ; 
And her eyes that front your eyes, 
Eeading every thought within. 

"What a light is on her forehead. 
Shooting forwards from the dark ! 
How the hues of queenly crimson 
All her swelling beauty mark ! 

And the streaks of rich Sienna 
That embrown his visage dun ; 
And the gold upon her tresses, 
Blazing like the western sun. 

— Eead and ponder, gentle Maiden : 
And, within this circle, see 
All that was, when Love was master, 
All that is, and is to be ; 

Beauty, conquering and conquered ; 
Strength, all strength and fame forgot ; 
Pride subdued ; Love, Truth triumphant 
(Ah, what learner knows them not !) 

And, besides these truths, 'tis whispered 
That within this picture lies 
The painter's story, when sublimed 
He rose with Love into the skies. 
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THE PICTUEE. 

What names they had — ^these shapes we look on- 
Whether, constrained, they fled of yore, 
Far away, to Isle enchanted, 
Idling on some faery shore ; 

Or in dark and toilsome cities, 
Or within some sparry cell. 
In a sunset wUdemess, 

Loved their lives out, — none can tell. 

But our dreams, which lift the Future 

And the Present into light. 

Give unto the Past a glory 

That leaves the lovers' fortunes briglit. 
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TIIR PAKISH DOCTOR. 



I TEAViL by dny, I travel by niglit, 
III tlie blistering sun, in tlie drenching rain ; 
And my only pleasure, in dnrk or light, 
la to help the poor, in pnin. 



THK PARISH DOCTOR. 

The Parish Magnificoos pay me — wliat ? 
Were it only the money, I would not roam, 
But enjoy the little that I have got 
By my own fireside, at home. 

But hunger, and thirst, and pain, and woe 
Entice me on ; and they pay me well. 
When I beat down the devil Disease, you know ; 
'Tis for that my old age I sell : 

1 give up my comfort, my crusty wine. 
My slippers, my books, and my easy chair, 
And go where the paupers starve and pine. 
With help. But for this, I swear, 

I would spit on the fat false bloated men 
Who strut on the vestry floor. 
And toss 'em their twenty pounds again. 
That they squeeze from the parish poor. 

Last night, — O God, what a night of cold. 
With the wind and the stinging hail ! 
What a night for a lamb that had left the fold. 
And had wandered, weak and pale! 

Yet there she was, — on the midnight thrown 
By the rascal that bars the gate. 
And the lying relieving officer (known 
For roliovinpf — the parish rate!). 
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THR PARISH DOCTOR. 

Theso knavca, they are higli in their inastera' books. 

Have a buqi upon which they draw 

To keep up tlieir credit ; tLo' each one looka 

To be sure he'a within the law. 

Itut geutlenesa, kindness, luve — tiiat lend 
To the gifts of the heart a grace, 
They reach not tlic puupei- that ha^ no fiicud, 
Tliey en it nut tlie guardiuii'fi place. 



r/ieiV duty is known ; — to keep down the rate. 
And tlie poor within proper hounds. 
And to pay (that he may not be too elate) 
The Doctor with — Twenty pound* ! 




ABOVE AND BKI.OW. 



Look forth, into the azure there! 
Gaz.e your aoul out upon the blue 
Now, tell me what you see so fair, 
And what thnfc fair reflects 






AbOVK AND BKUHV. 

Is Love there P— Joj ?— is airy Hope ? 

Dwell they all tliere, amid the stftrs ? 
Or are tliey still bejoud your acope, 
Wliich some terrestrial error bars ? 

You si'e nought: but, you say, some dream 
Inspires yuii to Hiibliiner ends ; 
And that you rine up to a tlienio, 
Wliieh lifta you n» itself aseends. 

Well ! — eveu here the lily blooms ; 
The roHC is opening in the sun : 
On every leaf are hung perfumes : 
From every bi'ancli a wreath is won. 

Beneath this rough i-ock, stained by Time, 
The sparkling hroolilet runs and aings; 
And half-way up the brambles climb ; 
And from its top the neaeia sj>rings. 

Tlie daisy laughs upon the sward ; 
The violet sleeps within her nest ; 
Ah ! — Nature ever yields rewai'd 
To him who seeks, niid loves her beat. 

Now, for a moment, turn your sight, 
To where this tiniest worm expands 
His emerald annour in the light, 
liike a dragon from the haunted lunda. 



ABOVE AND BELOW. 

Look thro' this wizard glass, and own 
How muscles swell ; how pulses beat ; 
How Life, that wonder never known. 
Dwells in this thing, from head to feet ; 

Dwells in those parts no eye can reach. 
No touch — the tenderest — ^but must harm. 
So infinitely small is each : 
And yet, the heart's blood runneth warm, 

And appetites pervade this shape, 
And Love, and Joy, and Hope, and Fear, 
(Such as your upward eyes escape,) 
God's agents, — all are dwelling here. 

Ah, friend ! — Not always gaze above ; 
But cast your looks below, — around : 
Beside you dwelleth Human Love, 
And Heavenly Wonders on the ground. 
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A GARDEN SCENT;. 



SiNO me a soft love-laden song; 
Tie up your hnir in n tigliter braid ; 
Here let us lie, lu tlie cjpresa sliade ; 
Hero, where the feathery fouutaiii siiijis. 
And into the porphyrj bnsin ppriiiKS : 



A (JAKDEN SCKXK. 

Sparkling, flashing, along it goes, 
Winding round by the sunny steep, 
Whereon the quick green lizards creep ; 
Hush ! — 'tis gone to a deep repose, 
There, where the rough rose-bramble blows. 

Sing me a song, a sadder song ; 
All about her renowned in story. 
Who died to consilmmate her lover's glory ; 
Took on her soul a grievous wrong ; 
Gave herself up, all, life and limb ; 
Trembled a little, and then grew dim ; 
Martyred alike in fame and pride ; 
Kissed the poison, and so she died. 

Whisper anotlier grief in song. 

Where did Amalfi's daughter die ? 

Why do Moroni's turrets lie 

Shattered by Time and the tempest strong ? 

Left to bare neglect so long ? 

Out in the wild Campagna, She 

Wandered to save her soul from pain; 

And there, where the poor and guilty flee. 

Began the labour of life again. 

Her tasks are over ; life is done : 

She fled witli the light of the setting sun. 

Into the azure, far away. 

Till she met the dawn of another day. 
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A QARDEN SCENE. 

lu the Negroni gardens, towers 

Many a grave and princely pine, 

Within whose spicy darkness shine 

Lilies and creamy orange flowers. 

And sculptured creatures, rare and fine, — 

Marble Deities, each alone, 

Born in heaven, and struck to stone : 

Thither we'll hie in the dusky eve, 

And hark to the measures that make us grieve ; 

Thou thyself shalt unloose thy tongue. 

With the sweets of Archangelo's music hung. 

Now let us end ! — Yet, listen awhile. 

With silent heart and a graver smile ; 

But back your hyacinth tresses fling, 

That ravish the sweets that the summers bring. 

Hush ! the fountain upsprings again ; 

You may hear the words of the silver rain ! 

What do they tell off" ? Friendship long. 

With seeds of the Love-flower sown among P 

Of Fate the master ? Life the slave ? 

Of Love that awaiteth beyond the grave ? 

So let it be : — My dear delight, 

Now let us whisper the world " Good Night !" 
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PEOYEEBIAL PHILOSOPHIC. 



How often deep wisdom, my Cosimo, 

Lurks in a phrase, 
Or a proverb, — ^you hear it and hoard it 

To the end of your days. 

I wish I could pour out my proverbs, 

Like wine from a cask. 
Such as Audit vocatus Apollo— 

(Why it comes, as I ask !) 

Let me try. — ^Do not smile, tho' I borrow 

Prom Pagan or Turk : 
'Tis the end {Finis opus coronat) 

That crowneth the work. 

Even though in my course I should stumble, 

Bemember the text, 
Aliquando dormitat HomeruSy 

And do not be vexed. 
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PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

Were I young I might haply do better, 

Do well ; but alack 1 
Vestigia nulla retrorsum ; 

There's no going back. 

I see now the rocks and the shallows, 

And what to avoid ; 
Vitanda est improha Siren ; 

But the young are decoyed 

By idleness ; gentle and simple, 

They bend to the rule ; 
Super et Qaramantos et Indos, 

Each playeth the fool ; 

lie who labours when others are sporting 

Is scorned by the rest, 
Nigroque simillima cygno, 

Thrust out from the nest ; 

So I sank, overborne by my fellows ; 

Yet wherefore complain ? 
Quia tulerit Chracchoa querentes ? 

— I cried, but in vain, 

Manua Ikpc inimica tyrannis ! 

When a blow on the head 
Brought me down. It waa thus my ambition 

Was conquered, and fled. 
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PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

And now, as you see, in my versea 

Few thoughts are afloat, 
Rari nantes in gurgite vasfo : 

Yet men of some note, 

Keep me sometimes in countenance, kindly, 

With impotent rhymes. 
{Indocti poemata scribent, 

Is a phrase of old times.) 

Well, well ! He who spatters the absent * 

Deserves not a friend ; 
Semel his insanivimus omnes : 

And so there's an end. 

I said that I loved the wise proverb, 

Brief, simple, and deep. 
For It I'd exchange the great poem 

That sends us to sleep. 

I*d part with the talk of my neighbour. 

That wearies the brain. 
Like the Eondo that reaches an end, and 

Beginneth again. 

Wliat books we might spare, my dear Gosimo, 
Paper and print ! 



** Absent em ^i I'odit amicumy 
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CELATA VIRTUS. 

That Yolume, for inatance, with nothing save 
Sentences in 't ; 

No meaning, no story, no sentiment ; 

All is a blank, 
Save the title-page, sho^\'illg 'twas writ bj 

"A person of rank." 

We might spare the too deep dissertations 

Which nobody reads, 
The Essays (ou something or nothing,) 

Wliich nobody needs. 

We might spare, — ah, perhaps, our own volumes, 

The bookseller's grief. 
Had we courage to spring from the limbo, 

And dare to be brief. 



CELATA VIETUS. 

YoTi give me praise for what I do ; 
You blame me for what's left undone 
Alas, how little is piercfed through, — 
How little known of the lost or won, 
Under the Sun. 
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CELATA VIRTUS. 

My dear friend here, (would I possessed 
His genius — subtle, deep, divine !) 
You judge his motion by his rest : 
Ton sound him without length of line. 
And miss the mine. 

For every common thought I print, 
How many a better lurks unsaid. 
That wants the stamp, and leaves the mint 
Unhonoured by the monarch's head. 
And good as dead. 

How many a towering tree hath sprung 
From seeds which winged wanderers spill ; 
How many a daily deed is sung 
As good, which hath its source in ill, 
Do what wo will. 

Our world opinions, half alloy. 

Pass weU : the rest aside are thrown : 

And inmost deepest notes of joy 

Move not ; their own great meaning known 

To the heart alone ! 



Let's live our life then as we may ; 

Let's think, — as oft we've thought, in sooth, 

Careless what passers by may say ; 

Kind to our kind, in age, in youth. 

And true to truth. 
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AN ACQUAINTANCE. 

I BO not love you — I do not hate : 
A somotbing, 'tween hato and love, U thine. 
I have given you — such as it is — a piece, 
A tiUle piece, of thia heart of mine : 

A morsel of gold, — but massed and mixed 
With silver and iron, and clay beside ; 
It softens your own heart not a jot; 
It pampers — a little, perhaps, — your pride. 

Tou proffer me, now and then, words so kind ! 
Tet I think, for a purpose, you'd touch— just touch 
My throat with your dagger, — then heal the gash ; 
Not glad — scarce sorry — you'd hurt me much. 

You would strike me to death, when the ill blood flies 
To your brain, and the riotous pulse begins 
To beat ; but that I have a Secret lies 
Down in the dark, amidet all my aiun ; 



AN ACQUAINTANCE. 

And with This I have always a master's power, 
To keep within bounds your treacherous will ; 
And with this I shall conquer your evil hour, 
And tame your heart, — ^till your heart be still. 

Therefore, and because I must mix with men 
Who are scarcely my friends (for a friend is rare), 
I shall venture within your circle again. 
And be seen with you, taking the noon-day air. 

Thus far ; no farther. I give my love 
Where only my heart points out the man ; 
Then I give, as I give to my God above, 

ft 

Love, intellect, friendship, — all I can. 

Ko stint ; no subterfuge. Time and thought, 
Heart, fortune, — a river that knows no end. 
All (gold from the mine and gold that's wrought,) 
Belong to the man that I call my friend. 
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Fab down in the depths nf niir city 

There hideth a Inne ; 
Dnrk, narrow ; ti twist like a ayplion 

Runs thro' it ntnnin. 



EX FUMO. 

Each house (once a palace) is blackened 

By tempest and time, 
And the o'erhanging stories seem watching 

For underground crime. 

Here reigns the dark Spirit of Silence, 

Thro' evenings and nights. 
Save where, from yon attic, there peereth 

The smallest of lights ; 

Where blooms, on yon parapet, sometliing 

Half flower, half weed, 
But tended as gently as love tendeth 

Love in its need, 

As mother her child when it pineth : 

There dwelleth — ah ! one 
Who worketh and singeth and worketh 

Till down of the sun. 

Well, — there (where you see), I beheld her, 

A summer ago. 
From this garret here, quite on a level, 

Where they crowd and they stow 

The old picture:?, and tables, and ledgers ; 

I had sought thro' tlie house 
For some proof 'gainst a recusant debtor ; 

Had startled the mouse, 
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i[:id scared the blind bat from her slumbers, 

Tlie spicier liad slain, 
Wlicn, Jo ! my glance shot thro' the wiudow, 

Whore pattered the raiu, 

1 started ; — 'twas now iiiif lum, see you, 

To tremble aad start ; 
One look, and the fiercest ofarrown 

Went right thro' my Le.irt. 

But 110 figures! — tliey taniish my story : 

I loved her ; I love, 
As I worship the inothcr who bore mc, 

Tiie heavens above ! 

!JIy God ! will she ever not scorn ine ?^ 

To ask her for more 
Is to ask the 9weet light froDi a planet ! 

I can but adore ! 



Tot, — perhaps, — if I gave (and I'd give ber) 

My life in return, 
She would not quite scorn, — and she aeemeth 

Too gentle to spurn. 



EX FUMO. 



II. 

Fate hcos blessed me. Look ! Would you believe 

(I am such as you see,) 
That fate should have granted the angel 

That sits on my knee ? 

'Tis our child ; yes, the child of the maiden 

Who sewed as she sung ; 
My wife — my beloved. She shut not 

Her ear to my tongue ; 

But gave up the wealth of her beauty, 

The grace of her youth, 
To my prayer — to the pain of my passion, 

The strength of my truth. 

In the front of the attic she dwelt in 

Still blooms the poor flower ; 
And within it my fancy still blossometh 

Hour by hour ! 

Ay, often I swerve from the joys 

Of my garden, with gleams 
Of the sun, to go back to the blackened 

Old houses ; — and Dreams 

Of the past, when my life was a struggle, 

Fall thick on my brain. 
But tempered, and turned to a pleasure 

That springs from the pain. — 
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How strange, that tho time-smitten City 

Should harbour a place, 
Where crazy old age is a beauty, 

And labour a grace! 



PLATONIC. 

But it all must be right ; and Love thrives 

Most iu sorrow, I*ni told, 
As the lily grows fairer aud fresher 

The blacker the mould. 



PLATONIC 



♦ - 



Wni.T say you ? — " I like yon' lady there ; 
She me ; no further we intend. 
But nurse this friendship-flower with care. 
And live and die — just friend and friend. 

I scarce know what her shape may be ; 
Her colour — is it dark or light ? 
Eyes she must have, for she can see ; 
Haply you'll tell me they are bright. 



It is the MIND which I admire, 
The intellectual virtuous soul. 
The pale pure splendour without fire. 
That lightens up the perfect whole. 



PLATONIC. 

Ill what fair guise the Soul is drest, 
In rustic beauty, courtly grace, 
What heed ? I care not for the rest. 
So Intellect hatli its throned place." 

— Peace ! Ignorant of the good and bright ! 
Blind scomer of the gifts of God, 
Following whose footsteps came tlie Light, 
AVhile Beauty blossomed as lie trod. 

Learn, Virtue is not more his own 
Than Beauty : botli he gave combined, 
Knowing each could not tlirive alone, 
So in the l)ody bound the mind : 

And from the body, and from its brain 
And nerves come issuing (how who knows ?) 
Those pangs of thought, of joy, of pain, 
Tliat keep and crown it to the close, 

AVhen Life, (its duty done), the strange 

Consolidated fabric leaves, 

And soaring — elsewhere for a change, 

Again bears evil pains, and grieves, 

Again feels joy and hope, rejoices and believes. 
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THE SEXES. 



As the man beholds the woman. 
As the woman sees the man, 
Curiously they note each other, 
As each other only can. 

Never can the man divest her 
Of that wondrous charm of sex ; 
Ever must she, dreaming of him, 
The same mystic charm annex. 

Strange, inborn, profound attraction ! 
Not the Poet's range of soul, 
Learning, Science, sexless Virtue, 
Can the gazer's thought control. 



But, thro' every nerve and fancy 
Which the inmost heart reveals, 
Twined, ingrained, the Sense of difference, 
Like the subtle serpent, steals. 
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QUESTIONS TO A SPIRITUAL FRIEND, 



Whek we met, do you remember. 
In the lane f 

When our murmuring school was o 
All ita toils, ita leasona vain. 
All its pain P 



QUESTIONS TO A SPIRITUAL FRIEND. 

Since those half-forgotten hours. 

Ton and I 

Have trod our distant paths, asunder ; 

Meeting once, — jou to die, 

I to sigh. 

In your home beyond Orion 
Do you feel, — 

Do you mark what stirs within ua, 
Strongest in the common weal ? 
Gold ? or steel ? 

Love ? or hate ? — Alas, all passions 
Make or mar ! 

Even my life's at best a struggle, 
Gaining, whether in peace or war, 
Many a scar. 

But You ! — you whose journey's over ? 
In my ear 

Whisper, — are you happier ? wiser ? 
Better ? than when you dwelt here 
Without a fear ? 

Does the Spirit disembodied 

Think ?— the Mind, 

Dragged no longer down from Heaven, 

Soar at will upon the wind, 

TJnconfined ? 
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QUESTIONS TO A SPIRITUAL FRIEND. 

Shine they now whose light on earth 

Was quenched or hid ? 

AV^hat of those who dwelt in darkness ? 

AVhat of those who only did 

As they were bid ? 

What of men who had great virtues 
And great sins ? 

Show nie just the point and turning 
Where no longer Virtue wins, 
And A^ice begins ! 

Do you love the hearts tliat loved you ? 
See and scan 

Our poor world, which is so pleasant, 
When unto his neighbour man 
Does all he can. 



AVhich of all our wants and passions 
Cling to clay ? 

Tell mo which you carry with you 
To the realms of endless day, 
Far away. 

Dives, who so long oppressed you. 
Do you hate ? 

Love you still our crumbling customs. 
As when you argued, early and late, 
For Church and State ? 
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AN INTERIOR. 



llomer — Dautc — world-wise Shakesp 

Sons of Light ! 

Do they stand in power as princes ? 

Or lose lustre, and take flight 

To endless night ? 



Light and Dark, and Good and Evil, 
Heat and Cold, 

Pain and Pleasure, Poor and AVealthy, 
Power of A'irtue, Power of Gold, — 
All unfold ! 



AN INTERIOR. 



Unloose your heart, and let me see 
What's hid within that ruby round ; 
Let every fold be now unbound. 
Achat's here ? Belief ?— impiety ? 
Good — bad — indifferent ? Let them be. 



I see the crude half-finished thought ; 
The scrambling fancies, one by one, 
Come out and stretch them in the sun. 
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AN INTERIOR. 

And what's that in the distance, wrought, 
Clear, round, prismatic ? — It is nought, — 

A bubble, swollen to its best, 
Its largest shape ; yet overmuch. 
'Twill shrink, I fancy, at a toucli : 
Yet, I'll not touch it : — Let it rest. 
An egg within a viper's nost. 

Hatched into life, I see it swell, 

Burst, bare at once its poison fangs. 

Alas, sir, on how little hangs 

My life ; your doing ill or well. 

AVho'd think tliat ^ou would ring my knell ? 



I thought you were my friend, the flower 
Of jolly, gamesome, rosy friends. 
AVell, here our ill-paired union ends. 
I leave you : Should I have the power, 
I'll sting you in your latest hour. 

No, — let's jog on, from mom to night ; 
Less close than we were wont, indeed ; 
Why should I hate, because I read 
The spots kept secret from my sight, 
And force some unborn sins to light ? 
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All's mingled here, if keenly acaniiod ; 
Ho elcuicut ill simple Ibtiiid ; 
But mixed and iiiussi'd with otiier (>;rouod,- 
Air, — water: — So, I'll keep my tttaiid. 
And mareh witL you to tlie evening land. 



SEEING. 



These are the marble stairs (come on!) which lead 

To the famous picture galleries; so, take heed! 

On every side are wonders ; — Ton will see 

Oeme to mnke rich a nation's treasury. 

Our Duke who onus them — [Ah, would he could heiu 

Impenetrably deaf! AVell, we must steer 

By sight.] — - Observe now, where my finger p(iints. 

Tliat is our EaiTaelle'a work. See who anoints 

Christ's feet : How humbly the poor mourner kneels! 

How the bowed head her gentle soul reveals! 

[I'll write all on my tablets, as we walk.] 

— There, by the barren rotks, agiiiu alio lies, 

"Witching the admiration from our eyes : 
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That is Correggio't desert Magdnlen. 
Above, yoii recogniso the man whom men 
Worship, old Michael. Those gnunt heads in chalk ; 
That sketch where two grim saiats or sages etalk. 



SEEING. 

Are his. Beyond, you see a blazing Thought 

Of Titian, in his radiant morning wrought, 

Ere kings bent down, and courtiers sought his ear : — 

In front (Friuli's mountains in the rear) 

Are white nymphs revelling in a summer pool ; 

Some, on the moist green grass, drink in the cool. 

Not dreaming that the hunter hides so near. 

You grasp my arm — ^you tremble ? — Tush, no fear ! 

Ah, yes ; I understand. — Gods, what a face ! 

What eyes, where Grief and Love thus interlace ! 

Around that brow what burning locks entwine ! 

The mouth — it speaks ! Those mute words, (so divine,) 

Have told the lady's story many years. 

Her name is lost ! — The painter ? He appears 

There, on the carved frame, — " Giorgione." None 

Now dip their pencil in the setting sun 

Like him. "Wlio else could shape a dream so bright, 

Or crown it with that sad and thoughtful light ? 

Ere you pass on, note how the smile just dies 

Upon her parted mouth, where Love still lies ; 

And all the world of sorrow in those eyes ! 

Good, good ! I love to see those tears. They tell 

You understand the graceful painter well. 

Turn hither, now : And let your eyes be led 

To Guide's angel, — his white wings outspread ; 

His hand suspended, — ^there, — as tho' he heard 

(Gazing afar) some sweet seraphic word. 
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SEEING. 

— How the boy smiles, as though he heard the song! 
WeU, Qod is good, and human faith is strong. 
Perhaps he feels the hymn enter his brain 
Through some mysterious paths of joyful pain, 
Which to our grosser sense are shut. Who knows 
The hundred cells where lurk our neighbour's woes ? 
Who from what cause each graver pleasure springs 
That soothes him when the raven Tempest sings ? 
To some tlic merry skylark's morning notes 
Fall sad from out the skies wherein he floats : 
And some delight in melancholy sounds ; 
And some hate music. In tlieir golden rounds 
The poets go, striking the vain sweet lyre ! 
How few they charm, alas ! and none inspire. 
Breathing amidst the deaf, who hear them not, 
They sing, and toil, and die, — and are forgot ! 

Boy, thou shalt be a painter. — I give him Hope, 

That fickle fairy, who will not elope. 

So long as in his warm blood crimsons youth, 

So long perhaps as he is true to Truth. 

Yet, — as I gaze upon these pictures, drawn 

Many in colours brighter than the dawn ; 

Some touched with humour, such as bees might sip 

In summer-time from Ariosto's lip, 

I think of all the baffled hopes and pains 

That men endure, to reach some sordid gains ! 

Some gains ? — am I not ignorantly wrong ? 
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SEEINQ. 

My thought must err. The seed of Poet's song, 

Of Artists* inspiration, when they reach 

That rare expression, which is kin to speech, 

Must spring from a deeper source, — some inward bliss. 

Some airy ambitious hope, 

But, how is this ? 
The crowd descends. AVhat, is the day so low ? 
Then we'll depart. In truth, 'tis better so. 
Than wear his spirit down with too much pleasure. 
To-morrow we will come again, and measure 
Florence with Rome, — with Venice. That being done, 
He shall go homo and dream how Fame may still be won. 
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KEARINR. 



CuABMrNO ia it in a poem 

That B«frain ! 
Never comes the sweet 
Murmuring on the ear in vain 



HEARING. 

Sweetest is the song in leisure, 
Linking pleasure unto pleasure, 
Hiding all the pain. 

Curious is the sense of hearing ! 

How it bears 
You back into the dreams of distance, 
Vanished joys, forgotten cares. 
Through the starry ether, bringing 
Down the orbM angels' singing 

From the upper airs. 

What, unheard, were Love's own music F 

Senseless, cold. 
What would be the sweet confession ? 
It might — ah, — remain untold ! 
What the cannon's thunderous stories ? 
Wliat our Australasian glories. 

With their tales of gold ? 

Hearing ! Sight ! All-mystic powers ! 

What has e'er 
Man, in his divinest hours, 
Wrought that sliall with these compare ? 
Gifts are they, from Him who giveth 
Life to everything that liveth, j^ 

Patient Strength that ne'er repinetli, 
Hope that soareth. Love that shineth 

Upon every care. 
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Shall you Iotc him? Oli, yea, love him, 
Wliile you live — until you dio; 

Wiereforc ask tlie idle question ? 
IrVliy your change deny ? 

When for me you left a lover, 

How I loved you, kissed your brow, — 
Lips ; believed you ; too much trusted : 

Well, — he'll trust you now. 

In the region of his fancy 

He will seat you on a throne, 

And fall down, a slave, before you. 
Worshipping you alone. 



All the good the Goda have given him, 

All his wealth beneath the sun. 
He will give you, — bouI and body. 



Give— 



} I have done ! 



MAUVAISE HONTE. 

Will you then desert him P hate him P 
Soom him, as you me disdain P 

Yes : — he'll leave the world beliind him, 
Burthened with his pain : 

And you then will sail triumphant. 
To "fresh fields and pastures new,'* 

Leaving in your wake a murmur 
Of what Hell can do, 

When the Serpent stings the woman. 

— Oh, sweet Saints who watch above ! 
Why should harlot Folly reign, 
Slinging tender hearts to pain, 
rottorinfl: with her slavish chain 

The poor peasant. Love p 



MAUVAISE HONTE. 



I WATCH the liouse wherein she dwelleth, 

Love-conquered quite : 
I watch and wait, till some one telleth 
That she is about to break tlie night 

AVith her liglit ; 
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And theu — tur I kuow the ruad ahe travelleth — 

I ateal away, 
And meet ber. Face to face uitravolleth 
All that I bug have burned to say, 

Nigbt and day. 



MADVAISE HONTE. 

She moves ; the conscious beauty crowning 

Her queenly eyes ; 
I, with my £ace of fire, disowning 
The coward heart that within me dies. 

And so Time flies ; 

And Life, which is so short, will tremble 

And fade in death, 
Before the love, which I dissemble, 
"Will dare to tell, in faltering breath. 

All my heart saith. 

Still haunt I every path she treadeth, 

The field, the lane ; 
And read — oh, every book she readeth : 
And some w^ho see my tortured brain. 

Will soothe the pain, — 

"Will tell mo how she ought to love me. 

And that her heart 
(Altho' her eyes look cold above me) 
Eeels, thro' her pride, the arrow dart. 

But hides the smart. 



And then, I hope ! — At times a glory, 

From some far clime. 
Shoots thro' the darkness of my story, 
And then I give my soul to rhyme. 

As now ; — and trust to time. 
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LOVE— (MODERATO) . 



She gave him her all, her heart and her fortune. 
What did he do with the beautiful pack ? 
6azed at 't a little, and gave it her back ; 
Negligent quite of a chance bo opportune. 



LOVB (MODERATO). 

Blushing for shame, did she call in her brother, 
Or her fierce fighting cousin, to punish the wrong ? 
Ah, no, sir, she wisely broke into a song. 
Felt her heart was all sound, and so gave it another. 

" Well ; she was wise not to pine for his scorning. 
She liyes ?" — " "With her husband, just over the way ; 
She sings him to sleep at the close of the day, 
And laughs with her children, sir, all thro' the morning. 

Yet has she a heart. She has squandered her beauty, 
Long since : It fell off*, like the bloom of the rose ; 
And now on life's road she contentedly goes. 
And gives herself up, quite, to conjugal duty. 

All love is not burning. 'Tis paler and colder 
When hunger, or frost, or life's troubles give pain ; 
It subsides into calm when our life's on the wane, 
And hides its small pangs from the laughing beholder. 
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LO VE— (Tempestoso) . 

Phesb your palma upon my eyes : 
Press your breast against my breast. 
Nothing, aave enormous pleasures, — 
Nothing but the vastest,— best, 
Now can give me rest. 

From the extremities of earth 
I come : — What rend I on your brow ? 
Tell me not of forms or fancies : 
Love me ; as but you know how. 
Tour lips upon my lipa, — now ! 

What ! am I not he you loved ? 
Gave your heart to ? why deny P 
Am I changed P are you a traitreee P 
I'll not part with a kiss or sigh : 
Who can love aa I ? 



TO A FOREIGN ACT&BSS. 

In your words there lives a music 
That can soothe the soul of care ; 
In } .^ur eyes I see a beauty, 
(Beauty airier than the air,) 
None but you can wear. 

All the tempests of the tropics. 

Oceans, deserts, have I passed : 

Wliat do you think gave strength to conquer 

Deadly ice and burning blast. 

But to be loved by yow, — chained fast 

Ever while the world shall last P 



TO A FOEEIGN ACTEESS. 



"What shall I do to please you ? 
To flatter, to woo, to win ? 
Shall I buy your body with money ? 
Shall I tempt your soul with sin P 



Shall I build up heroic poems, 
And force your name on high p 
Shall I rush in the Hell of battle. 
With your name as a conquering cry p 
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PARTHIAN LOVE. 

Shall I shoot the untrodden desert ? 
Shall I twine with my own your name, 
In some glory yet unascended ? 
In some terrible endless fame ? 

I see that your eyes are a serpent's : 
I know that your heart is stone ; 
That your love is as false as deadly ; 
And yet — I am yours alone ! 

Witch — Serpent — pitiless — worthless- 
Look down, where I writhe and sigh ! 
Speak ! What must I do — or suffer ?— 
You hiss out an answer — " die ! " 



PAETHIAN LOVE. 



Thy figure I see in the bending grass ; 

Thy voice I hear in the song-sweet river : 

I scent the rich flower, and sigh at thy power ; 

Wherever I be, thine image I see, 

And flee — 

Flee thee for ever, ever, ever. 
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PARTHIAN LOVB. 

Thou hast too much grace, in thy perfect face ; 
Thou hast too mAny darts in thine armM quiver : 
The pleasure I gain is o*erpowered by pain, 
So I leave thee, and grieve thee 
For ever, — ever. 

Wliat is it that lies in thine orient eyes ? 
What's hid in thy bosom^ thou dangerous giver ? 
Thou givest in vain or joy or pain ; 
I shun thy perfume, for it is my doom 
To see thee, and flee thee 
For ever, — ever ! 
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FAR NIENTE. 



Pleasattt it ia, that doing DothiDg, 
Never moving — thinking — Bchemiug ; 
Idle only, — dozing, — dreaming 
On a sward of quiet green, 
By the rippling river seen i 



FAR NIENTE. 

Where the alders in a row, 

When the morning breezes blow, • 

Whisper to the plumy boughs 

Of an elm, that overhead 

Doth a cooling shadow shed : 

In the leaves, perhaps, a dove 

Breathes her little note of love ; 

Else all silent. — On the wall 

Let the summer sunshine fall, 

On the meadow, on the mill, 

Idle now, amid the sedge 

Thickem'ng at the water's edge. 

And upon the far, soft, azure-curtained hill. 

Far be every human ill ! 

Far be tears, far be sighing ! 

Nothing gloomy ; let the Day 

Eun upon his cheerful way ; 

While over me and over all 

Silver clouds are flying. 

Much, indeed, I love to walk 
With a fiiend, in easy talk, 
On the downs, in June or May ; 
On the downs, that stretch away, 
Far away, — far away, — 
From the white-browed cliffs that keep 
Watch above the toiling Deep, 
Listening there night and day 
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What the troubled Waters say ; 
For thej often writbe and moati, 
From the mid Atlantic blowD, 
And will teU you gbaatly tales, 
Of what befalletli in the gales, 
Till you steal unto your Teat 
With a pain upon your breast. 



Yet, bow pleasant notbing doing ! 
What is all the worth of wooing ? 
Loving F — when you may inspire 
Waimtb beside the winter fire, 



FAB NIENTE. 

Caring nought what may betide you, 
"With a book you love beside you, 
(Lander's verse or Browning's rhyme. 
Or some volume of old time 
Loved when Piction, nurse of youth, 
Fed you with the milk of Truth,) — 
All the while the rough storm rages, 
As you doze above the pages. 
Half-ashamed the charmer Sleep 
Should take you to her deepest deep, 
"With such wealth before you. 
Yet, till gentle Sleep restore you 
To your merry morning fancies. 
Pleasant is the dream that dances 
Up and down before your eyes, 
As the misty daylight dies ; 
Pleasant are the scraps and lines, 
That no conscious sense divines, 
Murmurs, — ^sounds, — ^that come and go 
Just as lapsing waters flow ; 
Now a whisper, like the South 
Breathing from a loving mouth. 
Then the silence, — softest, — best. 
Till you — ^fade away to rest ! 

Pleasant all ! And yet there streams 
Beyond it, like a light in dreams. 
Something even the Idler seeth, 
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FAR NIENTE. 

When his idle humour fleeth ; 
Something that the dull brain fireth, 
And the ambitious Soul desireth ; 
Regions where the poet's vision 
Openeth into fields Elysian ; 
Gardens, with their clustering gold ; 
Castles, rich with pictures old, 
Done by famous painters dead, 
Ere the Heroic Spirit fled. 
Leaving Earth to later glories, 
Fitted, each in turn, for stories 
That would crown the Artist's fame, 
AVere he worthy of his name. 

Idler ! — Let his idling cease, 

If he hope to dwell in peace, 

Sucli a peace as Labour gives 

Unto every one that lives ; 

Let him seek, — nor idly seek. 

But wear his toil upon his cheek : 

What he seeketh he shall find. 

Food for every mood of mind ; 

Learning, culled from antique bowers ; 

Science, sweet in midnight hours ; 

Music, silvering down in showers ; 

All that Poets wise have brought 

From the inner realms of Thought ; [of flowers. 

All that the master, Love, can teach, amidst a world 
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TO JOHN FOESTER. 



WITH BHAKKSPBRK'S WORKS. 



I DO not know a man who better reads 

Or weighs the great thoughts of the book I send, — 

Better than he whom I have called my friend 

For twenty years and upwards. He who feeds 

Upon Shakesperian pastures never needs 

The humbler food which springs from plains below : 

Yet may ho love the little flowers that blow. 

And him excuse who for their beauty pleads. 

Take then my Shakespere to some sylvan nook ; 
And pray thee, in the name of Days of old. 
Good-will and friendship, never bought or sold. 
Give me assurance thou wilt always look 
With kindness still on Spirits of humbler mould ; 
Kept firm by resting on that wondrous book, 
Wherein the Dream of Life is all unrolled. 
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PnosE on my bed, I send these Hues to thee, 

Hieroa ! Strange dreams of daya gone by 

Haunt 'round my brain : Delights, and Pains, and Scenes 
Peopled with pleasant shapes (uow lost!) like ghosts 
AcrosB some crystal mirror, come and go ; 

1 helpless ! Tlieae give leisure to my days. 

And nights, (which ore not all involved and dork) ; 
And so I purpose to redeem my pledge, 
And tell thee, briefly, my poor history. 



Friend, — for thou art my friend, oltho' we two 
Have trod our different roada, from life to death ; 
Thou thro' the holy pastures, where the sheep, 
Quided by croziered shepherds, feed at ease. 
And drink the heavenly waters, and sleep safe ; 
I through the tangled wastes and briery depths, 
Struggling, heart-sore, have found my way — by night! 



EPISTLE FROM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHER, 

Well, — ^Thou hast often called me, I confess. 

And told me of thy pleasant paths on high. 

Beckoning me upwards. I toould go my way ; 

For I believed my road led upwards too. 

And had its verdant nooks, and daisied spots 

Pearling the meadows, somewhere, — afar oflf ! 

So I wore onwards. I was near the goal, 

Felt the fresh air, and saw the sunny steeps. 

When suddenly came — Death ! Then, Hope being fled, 

I sank and strove no more. 

Yet have I had 
Delight in labour, as thou hadst in ease. 
'Twas pleasant to endure, and know that I 
Must conquer in the end. 'Twas pleasant, too, 
To free my thoughts from parsimonious tasks. 
And bid them seek the liberal air, and fly 
(The larks !) up to the sun. They brought me down 
Wealth that you care not for, perhaps despise ; 
Siderean music from the Pleiades ; 
Vast truths which soaring Science never reached ; 
Dim intimations from majestic Souls 
Who died long since, and fled, we know not where, 
And messages from all the Orbs of Heaven. 

Had I but studied all my father taught, 

I should have mastered every science ; plunged 

Deep in geometry and numbers ; piled 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHER. 

Million on million ; bale on bale ; until 

My iron rooms and bags had burst with gold. 

He had a lust for gold, such as we see 

For travel, where men leave their friends and homes, 

And seek for unknown seas and desert sands. 

But from my mother's lessons roses sprang ; 

Poured out their fragrance : lilies opened wide 

Their breasts all dropt with gold : the winds, unsought, 

Gave out fine meanings in each murmuring sound ; 

And those star-eyes, that fill the face of Night, 

Shed on me all their mystic influence. 

Thus dowered, I left the world to dig for gold, 

Waste its worn youtli, and write, with wrinkled brow, 

Its sordid history ; whilst I, emerging 

Into the unpeopled air, where freedom was, 

From my pure height saw all that Nature hoards 

In silence for her faithful worshippers. 

And what I sought I sought with all my soul ; 

For to do less is to ensure a loss ; 

As he who lazily seeks, by some rope's lengthy 

The dizzy height, and half-way loses hold, 

Falls down destroyed, because his heart is weak. 

I suffered ? — I rejoiced ! as few have done, 

In all the great extremes of happiness ; 

Nay, all those notes and shades of difference 

That lie between the two points of excess, 

Have each an individual self distinct 
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EPISTLB F£OM AN OBSCURB PHILOSOPHBR. 

Pregnant with pleasure. Do you think I stood 

Half-struck to marble, by those faultless forms 

Dug out of Eroman earth, without a pang 

Of wonderful delight ? I entered, wrapt, 

Into the circle of Art ; beheld (dismayed 

By power) each one of Titian's master-works j 

And rare Giorgione's sunset pastoral scenes, 

Gleaming with gold ; the peerless perfect grace 

That streams suflfused thro' heavenly Saffaelle's forms, — 

Child, virgin, matron, man, all near divine. 

Half-earth, half-heaven ; and last, those massive shapes 

Which sprang from Michaers brain, and took their stand 

Predominant, triumphant through all time ; 

Whereat still youthful painters gaze with pride. 

To think that Art hath done so much for men. 

Leaving awhile these rainbow-coloured paths, 
I wandered through the flowery vales of sound. 
Where Mozart wove, by night, his musk-rose airs ; 
And thro* harmonious turns and labyrinths. 
Where Handel once (with Galatea) strayed. 
And Purcell, when he linked his soul to song. 
From every grace I caught new light, new strength : 
From radiant Art I rose to Poesy, 
WTiich spread its wings across the warring heavens, 
When he who sang the strife was old and blind ; 
With Poesy, who upheld the Florentine, 
When on his downward path he moved amazed ; 
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EPISTLB FBOM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHSB. 

And who— when Nature bared her breast, and fed 
Her wondrous Avon child, and in liis ear 
Poured all her secrets — bore him upwards, till 
He touched the eternal stars, and seemed to die ! 

At last, to Nature's self I turned, and read 

Infinite marvels in her daily page. 

I and all things on wliom sweet life descends 

Had intercourse. The insect that doth liold 

His court upon a leaf, and dying yields 

His generations to the sheltering grass, 

AVas my companion. In those April days, 

Ere the rose opens, and when meadows burn 

AVith flowers all coloured like the morning beams, 

And every point, thro* winter months left bare. 

Pours out its buds, I made me friends, and grew 

Familiar with the worm, and with the bird 

That breeds its young within the guardian thorn. 

— I tell these things, that thou mayst know there live. 

Beyond the pulpit's velvet, and beyond 

Thy lordly abbey, filled with meats and wines, 

Things that belong to God ; who sends their hearts 

Upwards in fine melodious gratitude, 

Leaving sweet lessons for poor men like me. 

And some that even thou mightst deign to teach. 

Something thou know'st, past knowledge, past all forms, 

Dwells in the living breast : For with the gift 

Of life is given the priceless dream of love, 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OBSCDRE PHILOSOPHER. 

And gratitude, which pays to God who gives 

Thanks beyond prayer. AVe, poor petitioners. 

Too often content to ask, forget to pay 

The debt we owe for good. Pardon us. Thou ! 

Infinite, Grand, Supreme Intelligence! 

Teach us tlie lessons man was born to learn ; 

Lead us to loftier thoughts, to sunnier creeds ; 

For in tlie misty years of happiness, 

Our hearts exhale with tenderest thoughts, which soar 

Like dew from off the ground, and hallow us. 

In the low hedge, hard by the open wilds, 

The linnet builds her home ; and in the roofs 

Of populous towns the poor house-sparrow breeds : 

Far from each otlier born, yet both alike 

Become, by gentle usage, friends to those 

Who seek and give tliem food and cherish them. 

See where, aloft, upon the towering pine. 

Broods the sea-eagle, and from year to year 

Comes back unto her home of sedge and reeds, 

And branches, interlaced with artist skill ; 

And hunts the seas by night, defends her young. 

And, in all perils and all needs of life. 

Shows strength beyond the strength of peasant muids. 

In watchfulness, fidelity (beyond 

Bribe or alarm), the household dog stands firm 

In danger, when the faithless servant flies. 

AVonderful knowledgi^, never learned from books ! 
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EPISTLE FKOAL AN OBSCUKE rniLOSOPHER. 

AV^onderful knowledge, from which man may learn 

That he transcends not yet the bird or brute 

In all things, — goodness, wisdom, gratitude. 

Divinest Instinct, like the sun in air. 

Thou reign*st unknown ! — Unknown ? Yet, as we talk, 

The indefatigable Future comes. 

Minute by minute, years by countless years ; 

These as they come, these legious, range about 

The silent form of the Eternal Past, 

Each with its scroll, from whicli idl men may read. 

My soul was calm ; proud, haply, as I marked 
Some finer lines, and truths half-hid that 'scape 
Tiie idler on the greensward ; and when Time 
Led me to grander truths, and I beheld 
What seemed tlie coniluence of the stars, take shapes. 
Grow into worlds, saw world encncling world. 
Borne through their orbits by diviner powers, 
And laws, that far out-run the thoughts of men, 
Leaving the ground, my thoughts advanced, and took 
Tiieir station near the sky, w here angels dwell : 
Thence — from this azure summit, built of air, 
Descended suddenly an airier shape. 
Swift as a sunbeam, tinged by hues of love. 
Eyes that outslione the stars, and seemed to pierce 
Beyond the secrets of remotest Time, 
Looked down upon me, — me ! Their luminous depths, — 
Their grand sweet Silence, that surpassed all sound, 
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EPISTLB FROM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHER. 

Held me like iron. I looked up, and wept, — 
Wept, till soft words, bubbling through roses, rose 
From inner fountains where the Soul abides. 
And showered celestial balm. She stood disclosed, 
A perfect soul within a perfect form ; 
Unparalleled, intelligent, divine. 
Dreams of some inner Heaven then took my soul 
Captive, and flushed the thrilling nerves with joy, 
-Commingling with my sleep and blessing it ; 
And, when she warmed with love, my eyes amazed 
Met thrice the wonders I before had seen : 
I drank in fragrance thousand times more sweet 
Than ever lay upon the hyacinth's lip : 
Music I heard, sphere-tuned, harmonious, 
Eavishing earth and sky : Swarms of delight 
Encompassed me, until my soul overwhelmed 
Sank in the conflict ; and I then poured forth 
My heart in numbers, such as lovers use : — 

O perfect Love, soft Joy, untinged with pain ! 

O Sky, kept cloudless by the sighs of Spring ! 
O Bird, that bear'st sweet sounds thro* sun and rain, 

Give thy heart way, and sing ! 

Look down, dear Love, as Heaven looks down on earth ! 

Be near me, round me, like the enfolding air ! 
Impart some beauty from thy beauteous worth ; 

Or be thyself less fair. 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHER. 

As the hart panteth for the water brooks ; 

As the dove moumetli in the lone pine-tree ; 
So, left unsunned by tliy care-charming looks, 

I pant, I mourn for thee ! 

— She came unto my home ; and with her came 
Infinite love ; content ; divine repose. 
Life rose above its heiglit ; and we beheld 
Beauty in all things, everywhere delight ! 
The Sun that dwelt in our own liearts shed forth 
Its beams upon the world, and brightened it ; 
And from that brightness, as tlie ground takes back 
The dews it gently lends, we gathered light 
That led us thro* tlie dim sweet paths of life, 
Until our hearts bloomed forth in happiness. 
— A home we had, not distant, yet removed 
Somewhat aside from the laborious town, 
Wliere friends (a few) would come when Spring had touched 
The sward with daisies. In our garden rose 
Imperial cedars, underneath whose shade 
We shunned the summer heat, and heard content 
The little brook which ran and talked below. 
Here 'twas at eve, we lingered, and saw rise 
Those golden-crowned daughters of the Night, 
Who, when the sun is slumbering, take their place 
And watch the world till mom, with sleepless eyes. 
Behind us, in the distance, hills aspired 
To mountains, &n whose brows the early snow 
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jm»ISTLE FROM AN OBSCCJRE rniLOSOPHEK 

Came and dwelt long ; too far for cold ; so near 
AVe counted all the purple streaks that hung 
O'er every misty valley. Oh how bright, 
How filled with joy was all we looked upon ! 
Wliy should it end ? . . . 

... It ended. I am here, 
Stripped of my wealth ; alone. I am not shut 
Out from the world like one that has no place, 
But wander uncompanioned on my way. 
Smit by a terrible doom, I yet look back 
On things that charmed me once ; that soothe me now. 
The Day has faded : Evening still remains, 
Wherein some deeds of good may yet be done. 
I am not what I was : — that cannot be. 
I could have lived without so fair a thing 
To breathe beside me : But she came^ and brought 
That air which now is life : AVithout that air 
I cannot live ! I am a denizen 
And dweller on an orb unknown before ; 
But now my natural soil ; my only earth. 
All ! whilst I stood and gazed, out of the grass, 
Out of the very flowers the serpent rose. 
And in his labyrinthine sinewy coil 

Strangled ray earthly bliss ! 

But I forget. 
A cloud came o'er me : It has passed away. 
There is a Moniing somewhere : Somewhere still 
The Sun ascends his pathway as of old, 
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EPISTLE PROM AS OBSCOEH PHILOSOPHER. 



And light, and warmth, and beauty breathe again. 

There ivill I go, should pain once leave me free ; 

If not, and I must close my journey here, 

Content at last I rest. No cruel creed 

Has bade mo fire the martyr's blazing pile ; 

I have not trampled on the poor; nor made 

My friend a footstool for myself lo rise : 

No outrage of another's tender thoughts, 

No Maud deceit that leads neak souls astray, 

Was mine. Jly hours passed onwards without barm, 

A few have bent the Itnec and deemed mo Ititid : 

I followed hut my nature ; nothing more. 

Perhaps 'twas this which forced my boso)n heave 

"With gratitude to God for all he gave ; 

That thrust my hand out tow'rds my fellow men, 

And proffer comfort. 

Wlint is done is done ! 
And what ia left ? Tlio Paxt,— the grave wise Past! 
Of that 1 write— (hose few last words— to thee. 



^ * 



LE SCELEEAT. 



Still are you here, a poisonous life 

Outbreathing ? 
Still are you bands of deadly strife 

Enwreathing ? 

Your friends, are they now foes ? grown old 

And stronger ? 
Your gold, is that all spent ? Your gold 

No longer ? 

Your thoughts that were so low, so blanched 

By care, 
Are they now buoyant, roselike, launched 

In air? 



No ! On your shoulder still that freak 

Of birth, 
(The hump), still reigns, and bids you seek 

The earth. 
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THE VICTOR. 

No ! Tou help none, please none ; nor love, 

Nor give : 
How is it, O slave, you dare to move ? 

To live ? 

Vile Shame ! usurping still in space 

A part, 
Which else might own some earthly grace ; 

— Depart ! 

Thou, who ne'er eani'dst beneath Heaven's dome 

A friend. 
Into the black abyss, thy home, 

Descend ! 



THE VICTOR. 

He is dead, — whom I trusted and loved 

In my innocent youth ; 
Gave my heart to, — in times when I knew not 

A lie from a truth. 



THE VICTOR. 

I gave him my all ; the things hid 

111 the cells of my heart ; 
My wealth : would you know what he did 

For my good, on his part ? 

He robbed me ; — he might have had all : 

He smote me, — in vain : 
I arose from the shock of my fall, 

From the depths of my pain ; 

And I cried — " You have wronged me : — My life, 

Love, and friendship I gave. 
When you trembled and slirieked in the strife, 

I was near you, to save. 

But you stole from my arms the one prize 

(Of my soul) that I won ; 
You ravished the light from my eyes, 

The warmth from my sun : 

So I slew you. In open mid-day. 

We met, on the shore. 
Where we met when our spirits were gay, 

And all life was before. 



I slew you — in open fair fight : 

I clove thro* the brain 
That so long had bewildered my sight ; 

That had stung me to pain. 
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THE KINO IS DBAD. 

I saw you, atill firm id my wrath, 

Fall dead ou the sand ; 
And the last bloody (white aud red) froth 

Bubbled warm od my hand. 

And now ? do you sleep ? Arc you yet 

In the pangs of your guilt ? 
For nie, I have found no regret 

For the blood I have spilt. 

I enjoy, on the sands whore wo fought, 

The fresh songs of the sea ; 
And I laugh, tliat my heart feelctli nought 

Of poor pity for thee." 



THE KINO IS DEAD. 

Sound the great bell ! 

The King of all the land ia cold and dead : 

lie whom ye knew bo well — 

Know he hath nought whereon to rest bia head, 

Now, but the barest stone. 

Whereon he lies alone, 

Far from all help ; life, love, and friendBhip — fled ! 



THE KING IS DEAD. 



II. 



Sound the great bell ! 

He whom ye knew in all his radiant power, 

The wonder and the pageant of an hour, 

Ha§ bade the world farewell ; 

Let slip his sceptre, doffed his crimson state ; 

And they, who at his pleasure used to wait, 

Carp at his deeds, and tell 

The wrongs he did to all, — his queenly mate, 

Friends, foes, to Truth, to rank, and every ghost of state. 



III. 



Some future day, not far. 

They'll build a column on the mountain near ; 

And, in some pander rhyme. 

Shape out historian lies for aftertime. 

Meanwhile, enlightened by a steadfast star, 

I will set down. 

In words that may be read by rich and poor, 

By all who did his iron rule endure. 

The truth (for once) of one who wore a crown. 
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TO A MYTH. 

JcDaE of words without a meaning ; 
Arbiter 'tween black and white ; 
Fusing all the shades of dilTcrence 
Into day or into uigbt. 



Cunning, cheating, grim u 
Plunderer both of age and youth ; 
Slave of forms and senseless customs ; 
Laugher at the light of truth. 



Has mj life, then, all been wasted, 
Threading thy bewildering ways ? 
Have I lost the hopeful morning P 
Spoiled the evening of my days ? 



Down, thou Shape of hair and ermiae ! 
Quit thy high disgraced place. 
Down, and meet thy nobler brother. 
Simple Justice, face to face. 



TO A MYTH. 

See, with what a brightening aspect, 
He divides the right from wrong ; 
Mark, how swift his sentence follows ; 
Mark, how all content the throng. 

But Thou — swollen and paltry figure, 
Blown with vanity, stuffed with straw. 
Pander now, and now a Tyrant, 
Dar'st thou call thyself—" The Law ? *' 

"Where is all the heaped confusion, 
Whereat shrinking Truth repines ? 
Wordy nonsense ? leagues of charges. 
With their sixes turned to nines ? 

Where the ruinous, rascal pleadings, 
Drenched with spite, and lies, and ire ? 
Twaddling trash, delays, devices ? 
— Quick, let's heap the funeral pyre ! 

Quick ! Send here the fusty parchments, 
Smeared and spoiled a million ways ; 
All the senseless, worthless rubbish. 
Now then, — set them all ablaze ! 
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VANITY FAIR. 



Wuo'll sell me a drum or a trumpet P 
Who'll buy P — here arc colours, a pair. 
Here's driuk for all those who'll be aoldierfl, 
{And ft shilling) at Vanity Fair. 



VANITY FAIR. 

Here's a glass for an eye that don't need it ; 
A mask for a face that can stare ; 
And a place in a Eailway Direction, 
(And so much a-year, you may swear). 

Hero's a virgin, rich, frightful, and fifty ; 
Here's a lord, with his pockets all bare, 
(A young giant,) — if only he's thrifty. 
He's sure of a sale at the fair. 

Will you sell me some health, you physician ? 
You, sir, with your head full of hair, 
(Not your own) will you puzzle the plaintiff. 
And set right my wrongs, at the fair ? 

Here's a place for Sir Jeremy's cousin ; 
He swore (as you know he can swear) 
That my enemies bribed right and left, when 
I came in a member for — where ? 

Here's my lady's own maid : — Is it ready, 
The pension, rewarding her care ? 
All secrets she knows, and is steady ; 
And is dumb — on a certain affair. 

O father, why droopeth your daughter, 
So young, yet so faded by care ? 
" She is come to be sold, my fine fellow. 
Draw near ! she's the prize of the fair." 
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VANITY FAIR. 

And she, neither bashful nor forward, 
With something of ton in her air ? 

widow, unbosom your beauty ; 

1 would tender soft words, did I dare ; 

But I dare not ; — and so, as the daylight 

Is fading to eve, it is time 

To cease, and be thinking of dinner, 

And to change both our dress and the rhyme. 



Come, good friends, take what's before you ; 
Meat and drink, and welcome warm : 
Here's a health to them that bore you. 
And a curse for him that means you harm. 

Deeply dive into your pockets ; 
Count no silver, spare no gold ; 
Here is all the world of wonders, 
Each thing to be bought and sold. 



Friendship — who will bid for friendship ? 

Honour — look, it may be bought : 

Love — a rare and curious specimen. 

Found where it was never sought. 
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JACK TURPIN. 

But no need to show each article. 
Here's a figure for your grounds ! 
Spirit show, if you've a particle : 
Shall I say *' a thousand pounds ? " 

Look ! She lives. Who bids ? What beauty ! 
Mark the outline of her form ! 
Come, sirs, you have each a duty 
Towards your country to perform. 

Thank you, sir, — ten thousand — ^twenty — 
Thirty — fifty — a hundred ! There, 
Grone ! — AV'here shall the lot be sent t* you ? 
*Tis the prize, sir, of the fair! 



JACK TUEPIN. 

Jack Turpin, I have known you long : 
My serving man wore you, of yore, 
When I was young and you were strong : 
But Age is knocking at your door, 
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JACK TURPIN. 

And now your shanks are shrunk and thin ; 
And Time has forced your hands to shake ; 
(Or can 't be — beer relieved by gin, 
Which, " for a cold," you used to take ?) 

Once you were villein, I the knight : 
I paid you with some pence or pounds ; 
You served me, fairly whilst in sight ; 
Not well when you were " out of bounds." 

Dwarfed, dogged, boastful, drunken, shrewd, 
A mute by day, by night a sot, 
How often would you come, imbrued 
Witli drink, and do — you knew not what. 

You blaeked my shoes, you brushed my coat, 
When sober, duly every mom ; 
But oft I heard your quavering note ; 
And when I lashed you with my scorn. 

You shrank, resented, blushed with ire, 
Would mostly argue, always lied. 
Such lies as gin and beer inspire 
You uttered with a proper pride. 

O bragging knave ! Thou hadst a head 
Was round, and like a cannon-baU, 
And some limp hairs above it spread ; 
And eyes that pierced one like an awl ; 
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JACK TDRPIN. 

So firm, so daring was your look, 
So unabashed by all reproof; 
I read you, as one reads a book, 
For knowledge, and my own behoof. 

The glittering cunning in those eyes, 
The oily, thick, slow, struggling word, 
The helpless smile, the frown so wise, 
All these I daily saw and heard. 

How the grand funeral filled your head ; 
How well you wove the weaver's knot ; 
What projects rose, and failed, and fled ; 
My work, meanwhile, being all forgot ! 

Yet, Jack ! I would I saw you here : 
I think that I should hire you still ; 
And you at night might have your beer, 
And, sometimes, even by day, your will. 

For you were honest ; dextrous too. 
After a fashion ; and I think 
I might, in time, prevail on you 
To — ^yes, perhaps — abstain from drink. 

And then, I think some faults were mine ; 
That I in angry words was free. 
Impatient, — loved my cup of wine, 
Was idle, obstinate, — like thee. 
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OLD LOVE. 

So, let's cast up the long accouut, 

And strike tlic balance. Does it lie 

This wiiy ? or tliat ? — Come, tell th' amount ! 

Alas ! you know no more than I- 

Tliat double entry, strict and menn. 
Jack Ttirpin, let him keep who can ; 
1 Piiunot : nor have I ever seen 
One fair account 'tween man and man. 



You left mc: I left you: (trampled down). 
Were we not wrenched, we two, apart, 
When your father's rage and your mother's frown ■ 
Sent a sting and a spasm to either heart F 

You married, to pamper a father's pride ; 

I sank to the furrow and ploughed the soil : 

You were slandered and praised tliro' the country wide ; 

I, quietly scorned, was forced to toil. 



OLD LOVE. 

You floated, a cork on the topmost wave ; 

I fell, a stone on tlie rocks below : 

You were driven about, too near your grave, 

Wliile I beard from my cavern the tempests blow. 

But the tempest fell. It has left you — life : 
It has fi*eed you at last from a master stem. 
No need to re-plunge in the stormy strife, 
Or again the hard lesson of life to learn. 

I am here who have loved you for twenty years. 
You are poor : I am wealthy — in gold and land ; 
You have suffered your sorrow ; I had my tears : 
Peace comcth. I offer my horny hand, 

My heart, and my fortune ; all that's mine ! 
Life still has its evening ; — but I have done : 
If you love me, it is but to make a sign : 
If not, — ah ! you tremble, and — you make none ! 

No sign, — but a smile, like the spasm that ran 
Thro' my bosom, now stingeth my heart with pain : 
'Tis a pang ! — but I rise up a wiser man. 
And I turn to my brother, the plough, again. 
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A COMPLAINT. 



The clouds are heavy : the night is flowiog 
DuBkilj over the EaBtem sky ; 
Rains arc falling ; winds arc moaning ; 
The river is echoing sigh for sigh. 



A COMPLAINT. 

Upon its baoke Is a maiden plaining ; 

A tale she telleth of grief and wrong; 

And she utters, to lighten her gad love-burthen, 

The words of a lialf-forgotten song. 

" A false friend and a bitter foe 
Is Love to all who love below : 
Ah I what is the use of our summer dreaming, 
If life must evermore end in woe ? " 

A single pause, and aside she turneth 

And aeudeth a thought to her father dead ; 

To her cottage home where her mother mourueth ; 

A thought to her childhood bright and fled. 

Her voice it is ead and full of dread ! 

Hark ! — It thrills over the darkening water, 

Telling a tale of future slaughter, 

Like the cr/ of the deer when the hound hath caught her. 
" Love ! thou bitter foe 
To all who too much love below : 
la death the end of our summer dreaming P 
And life is it evermore filled with woe ? " 



A PETITION. 

You who dwell in upper air, 

Young and fair ! 

Here is one who loveth ; take ber to your can.-. 

Beauty and the light of houour 

Wears she like a crown upon her, 

Grace around her whitest neck is liung : 

Muaic, Badder now than came 

When eeraphs touched her lips with flame, 

Sigheth from her tongue ; 

And her eyes that once were bright, 

Dazzling on the aching sight. 

Fading are, like summer evening fading into night. 

Many love her, but her bosom 
Warmeth unto one unknown ; 
Knows he what a wondrous treasure 
Back upon her heart is thrown ? 
Or the pain beyond a measure 
Borne for him alone F 



A PETITION. 

Bid him come, where'er he linger ; 
Whisper in his charmed ear, 
What a sad sweet beauteous singer 
Liveth, — dieth for him here. 

You who dwell in upper air, 

Fair and young, bright as fair. 

Star-like, — ^lamp-like hung on high, 

Angel stars that never die ! 

Disappearing, but returning, 

In your constant season burning ; 

In the sightless ether hung, 

Like to random jewels flung 

On the forehead of the sky ; 

Look on her with all your brightness, 

Bid her heart resume its lightness ; 

Tell her there are hopes above her. 

Tell her of a world to love her, 

Bind the sweet wreath Hope, that hath no thorn, around 

her; 
So may joys arise 
And light her happy eyes. 
Till Love hath kissed the bride, and orange blooms have 

crowned her! 
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In our youth we learn ; in our mauhood act. 

What more ? Alas, vhat more 

Is in all Life, Fiction, Fact, 

Thau to see and hear, toil and strive to Boar, 

For evermore ! 
What doth Life contaiD ? ^¥hat doth bind ua here. 

In its thoruy round ? 
Is it Hope, — that fadeth P Is it wizard Fear 
That enchains our spirits with its whispered sound P 

In what cavern drear 

Are Life's pleasures found. 

When — strewn like leaves around — 

Thousands pine and sigh 

For a home on high, 
Some for gentle rest, heneath the daisied ground f 



A AVORD ON BEHALF OF WATER. 



SENT TO HISS JDLIA 



The murmuring Water, — how it runs 
Its seaward course, how pure and clear, 
Fast all the snows and all the suns 
That lie within the Julian year. 

Not dangerous, like the fiery wines ; 
Not turbid, like the drunken beer ; 
It lends its aid to all, and shines, 
Tlie glory of the Julian year. 

Once, in my careless, thoughtless youth, 
I sang of riotous vinous cheer ; 
But now I turn to simple Truth, 
Taught — ^by two Julian stars — to steer. 



By Julian stars I see the right. 
By Julian stars I see the wrong, 
And Julia, by her gentle might, 
Now turns my humble prose — ^to song. 
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A LITTLE life has ended! 

Our voices cease to call. 

Our eyes to look, for one who was 

A favourite with ua all. 



ON YORICK, A LITTLE SPANIEL. 

We miss his eager moyements, 

His eyes of tender light. 

There's something wanting to the Day, 

And something to the Night. 

Six years we loved and cherished him, 
Six years he was our firiend ; 
And we tried to make his little life 
Bun smoothly to the end. 

A great and terrible Power 
Came down and checked his breath : 
It comes to Sages, Heroes, Kings, 
And then we call it " Death." 

It came without sound or warning. 
A single, feeble cry 
Told that the Shadow fell on him, 
And time was come — to die! 

For men unloved and meaner things 
Let false vain boastings be ; 
This verse, my Yorick, shall remain 
(An epitaph) for thee ! 



374 




THE riSHEE'S WIFE. 



The clouds are heavy and dark. 

The winds are abroad at sea, 

And the thunder comes : — his minute-guns 

Do they sound an alarm for me ? 



THE FISHEE'S WIFE. 

They say that the waves are still, 
Are as calm as calm can be ; 
But I hear a shriek, as the waters break : 
My God ! does he die for me ? 

Oh, why would he leave us all, 

And venture on such a sea ! 

It was still at home, but the boiling foam 

Called out from afar, to me. 

We have starved our whole life long : 
Why not bear a little more ? 
'Twas better than send our one last friend 
To die on the stormy shore. 

If ever he come again, 
Once safe from the murderous sea, 
I will toil for aye, both night and day, 
So he never need toil for me. 

My bairns, they are clinging around : 
They shout : Is it death they see ? 
What is it they mark in the coming dark ? 
I tremble — oh. Life! 'tis IIe. 
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"Tell me what hath bound thee 

To a life of paia : 

Lovers all Hurroimd tKee 

With an nmoroua chain : 

Why doat thou refuse ? Wliy doat tlioii complain ? 



Knights aad nohles sue thee 

To become a bride ; 

Wealth and power woo thee 

To their golden aide : 

Why doBt tbou refuse P from modesty P from pride P 



" I am seeking treaeures 

Such as angels gain, — 

Pure untainted pleasures, 

l%ro' the vrorld, in vain : 

So I still refuse, — so I still complm." 



SISTERS OF MUSIC. 



" Who sings ?** said the Spirit of Music, 

And smiled on her peers : 
" Sweet Sorrow, sing Thou !'* Sorrow answered, 

" I cannot — for tears.'* 

" Bright Sope, give a tongue to the poems 

I read in thine eyes." 
Hope answered — " jVEy thoughts are all clouded, 

And lost in the skies." 

" Then Jby, put thy mouth to the bugle ! 

A note, for my sake." 
Calm creature, she sleeps in the sunshine, 

And will not awake. 



But Iiush ! a soft sound stealeth onwards, 

Like the flight of a dove ; 
Ah, I find that the Song that is sweetest 

Comes ever from Love, 
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THE SPOT OS GBEEN. 



Wheh the winter blowetU loud, 
And the earth is in a ehroud. 
Bitter rain and blinding bhow 
Dimming every dream below; 

Cheerily ! cheerily ! 
There is ever a spot of green, 
Whence the Heavens may be seen 



PRISON POETRY. 

When our purse is shrinking fest, 
And our friend is lost (the last !), 
And the world doth pour its pain 
Sharper than the frozen rain ; 

Cheerily! cheerily! 
There is still a spot of green. 
Whence the Heayens may be seen. 

Let us never greet despair, 
While the little spot is there : 
For Winter brighteneth into May, 
And sullen Night to sunny Day ; 

So cheerily, cheerily ! 
Let us seek the spot of green. 
Hopeful, patient, and serene, 
Whence the Heavens may be seen. 



PEISON POETET. 



OvEB the prison bars. 
Over the walls so high, 
Away, unto the stars, 
Flies the bird, Poesy ! 
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AFTEE DEATH. 

No power can drown its notes ; 
^o steel con clip its wings ; 
Beyond the mists it floats, 
And soars, and singa ; 

Free, as tlie air is clear 
From bar, or bond, or chain ; 
Its only prison liere 
In the Poet's brain ! 



AFTER DEATH. 



Tkbaj) softly by this long, close-curtained rooml 

Within, reposing on her stateliest bed, 

Lies one embowered in the velvet gloom ; 

A creature, — dead : 

Lately bow lovely, how beloved, how young I 

Around ber beauteous mouth, sweet eyes, and golden hair, 

(Making the feir thrice fair,) 

A poet's first and tenderest verse was flung. 

Now ahe lies ghastly pale, atone-cold, quite hid 

From balmy April and the fragrant air, 

Upon the dark, green, silken coverlid ; 



POVERTY. 

Her limbs laid out to suit the coffin's shape ; 
Her palms upon her breast, — 
At rest ! 



What cries escape, 

What sounds come moaning from the chamber near P 

Small voices as of children smite the ear 

AVith pity ; and grave notes of deeper grief; 

And sobs, that bring relief 

To hearts which else might break with too much woe,- 

With thoughts of long ago, 

Loss of all earthly joy, and sweet Love's overthrow ! 



POVEETY. 



O PovEBTY ! O Poverty ! 

Children all of Poverty ! 

Thou who tak'st thy humble stand 

Trading in the public way ! 

Thou, with needle in thy hand, 

Toiling from the birth of morning 

Till the death of day ! 

Thou who labourest in the harvest 

For the wealthy farmer's gain ! 
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POVBETY. 

Thou whose pen miut run for ever, 
(Ever in a merry vein,) 
Thorough days and nights of pain ! 
Thou whom Hunger's talons clutch, 
Or Palsy smiteth with her crutch! 
Thou who aeek'st the 'Spital's bed, 
Stumbling o'er the quick and dead ! 
Beggar of the aightlcsa eye. 
Martyr of the wind and storni, 
Brotlier of each passer-by, 
Who doth bare his shrunken form 
To the Winter's cruelty ! 
Thou,— whate'cr thy sliape or feature, 
Or thy name uuknown, or nature. 
Natural child of Poverty ! 
Know— that tliero are they who give 
Their pity to nil things that live. 
And auifor; that in every heart 
There is still a better part ; 
That at last the winter yieldeth, 
And the ice is conquered, — won 
By the glory of the Sun ; 
That the evil of the earth 
Dieth in a nobler birth ; 
That all sorrow and all pain 
Are but travelling shadows vain, 
Fading iu the mists of Time, 
Like the poet's passing rhyme ! 



THE ALL-SUFFICIENT. 



You love the dark and I the fair. 

You worship her, so dark and tall ; 

I love (how much I love) the small, 

"WTien all the shapely points are there. 

Bound and smooth, (kind Nature's care,) 

And a walk that's like the waving air. 

Or golden com when winds are blowing, 

And a voice like waters flowing ; 

An eye — what heed of blue or grey. 

Or hazle, so all scorn's away. 

And there's just a touch 'tween sad and gay P 

Let the mouth be — Oh, a mouth 

Such as when a rose looks South, 

Gathering silver drops that &11 

From the clouds, that over all 

Swim, as swans swim in a lake, 

With a glory in their wake. 



You love ; I love ; then, what heed ? — 
If we love, and love indeed, 
Nothing else, friend, do we need. 
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EVENING SONG. 



Whibpeh low, whisper low ! 
Lovers now should come and go. 



EYENING SONG. 

When the EYcning star is nearest 
Gomes the kiss that's last and dearest 
Hush I The over-jealous moon 
Will o*ertake us soon. 

Whisper soft, whisper soft! 
Like the air that stirs aloft. 
Let thy murmuring softer be 
Than the sighing of the tree. 
Lovers now should come and go, 
Glentlier than the water's flow. 

Farewell 1 Farewell ! 
Thej who kiss must never telL 
In thine ejes I see a light 
Breaks the darkness of the night : 
Ah ! — mj lip is nearest thine ; 
Ifow is Life divine ! 
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■;;_^.,,,- ':■ MorEtr for the Eoae! 

I"-";' ■,-;T]ie Itosc who left her vernal halla unblown; 

I'f And fronting all the winds with boaom bare, 

y Waa overthrown ! 

? 'Mourn for the Past ! 

f< The Past that was bo pleasant once, so bright: 

X Tlie Dawn, the Noon, before we felt the Ere 

t That brings the Night. 
f- 

I The temple falls, 

i And the bird buildeth iu the mined tower ; 

J And we, who once were strong, are crumbling fiut, 
Power by Power ! 



No Life, no Love 

Beaumes its morning : What is past ia past I 

Ay even Time, if Hebrew songs be true, 

Must die at lost ! 



VAGUE WISHES. 



I A8PIBE ! 

Unto that which hath no shape ; 

Unto that which hath no sound ; 

High, — higher, — higher, 

I ascend ! I quit the ground, 

The human earth where hearts abound ; 

Swifter than the Lightning's fire 

I aspire ! 

Past the high clouds floating 'round, 

Wliere the eagle is not found, 

Past the million-starry choir 

I aspire, 

Unto some sublime Desire ! 



Wondrous Visions o'er me bend ! 
From the love of worth and beauty, 
From the trust that marks a friend, 
To the highest heights of Duty 
I ascend ! 
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TAGDB WISHES. 

Xot for poor or selfish end. 
Poet's crown, Pontiff's tiar, 
I aspire ! 

Through the mist of foul opinionB, 
Flaming passions, sensual mire, 
To the Mind's serene dominions 
I aspire ! 

I aspire! 

Dread or douht shall never haunt 

The muaic of my wingtd lyre ; 

Not!iing shall my Spirit daunt, 

Not the strength, not the ire, 

Not the diabolic yaunt 

Of the Phantom vague and gaunt. 

Who with eyes of fatal fire, 

And his quiver of arrows dire, 

Scares the world : Death, avaunt ! 

Know that even beyond the strife 

Of Love and Hate, of Death and Life, 

Higher ever, — ever higher, 

I aspire I 



LOVE FOE LOVE. 



r ; 
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Not because of Beauty, 
Or thy golden dower, 

Hast thou, Sweet one, over me. 
Such surpassing power. 

Not thine eyes of April, 
Not thy rose-fed youth, 

Not thy gentle ways and words 
Won my love and truth. 



Not by all enchanted 

Do I bend the knee : 
Sweet Heart, I love thee — ^because 

Thou so lovest me. 



ii 

li 
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THE PHILOSOPHER'S SONG. 

Telt. mc not that you forget 
All our pleasant aummer Beaaon, 
"Wheii we bad no dun or debt, 
When we loved without a reason ; 
When the aky waa aunny bright. 
Music iu the river flowing, 
And the'heart waa ever light, 
And the roaca ever blowing. 

Why should chance, or othera' will, 
Beggar-raga, or regal ermine, 
Ever shape our good or ill, 
Or our happy daya determine ? 
We have hope within ub, here, 
Deep within the true heart's centre. 
Why should envy, why should fear, 
Why abould poor ambition enter P 

In his heart a man should reign. 
King of all that stiro within it : 



LOVE-BIRD. 

Idle pleasure, idler pain, 

Should not have command a miuute. 

Drink, then, to the days of old ; 

Be it wine, or sober water : 

Here's to thee, my friend of gold. 

Thee, and — Ah ! thy peerless daughter ! 



LOVE-BIED. 



Within the chambers of her breast 
Love lives and makes his downy nest. 
Midst opening blooms and fragrant flowers. 
And there he dreams away the hours : — 
There let him rest ! 

Sometime hence, when the cuckoo sings, 
I'll come by night and bind his wings, 
Bind him, that he shall not roam 
From his warm white virgin home. 

Maiden of the summer season, 
Angel of the rosy time, 
Come ! unless some graver reason 
Bid thee scorn my rhyme ; 
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Come, from tliy wrener heiylit 
Oil n golden cloud doscciidiny,— 
(.'oiue, ere Love liiitli tnkfii Uiglil! 
And let tliy stay Lo liko tlic liglil, 
"When itt) jjlory liath no fiidiii«; 
III tlie Northern night! 



llliitMIILlN. 

On, Love is ti Bwi-ot-winyed thief, 

llunneliii ! 
ILu Htoak'th ihu rud fi'oiii the rose's leaf, 

My llerinclin. 
He oteuletli the light from the iizure eye, 
The heart froLii the bosom, and then wo die, 

Gentle, gentle Hermelin. 



He seemed but a sweet- son led child, 

Hemieliii ! 
And we trusted Jiia smile and his eyes so mild, 

My Hermeliu. 
And we moulded his words to a daily aoug ; 
Wc trusted,— and ah, we liavc suilered wrong, 

Gentle, gentle Hermelin ! 



SONG. 

So, bar out the sweet-wiDged thief, 

Hermelin ! 
Or your days will be dark and wild and brief, 

My Hermelin : 
And your spirit will fade, and your tender eye 
Will vanish in tears, and — so you'll die, 

Gentle, gentle Hermelin ! 



SONG. 



__♦- _ 



Sick am I, sweet love, to-day ; 
Weary, wandering have I been, 
Led astray by dreams and visions 
Thro' the wild weird forest green. 

Let thy white hand fall on me, 
Gently, like the alighting dove, 
Scarcely felt, yet bearing with it. 
Oh ! — a world of love ! 



Let thy smiles be. mine, — and tears. 
And kisses, crimsoning like the West, 
When the sun and breezes tremble 
In the rose's breast. 



ai)4 



PAST AND PRESEKT. 

So sliall I revive, — and uiiig, 
An I Hang wLcii j'ouug and tree, 
All the tenderer iiotcB dissolving 
111 nlijnin to thee! 



I'AHT ANi) I'RKSENT. 

liEAiiTa we had in our sunny youtli, 
Steps oa light aa the winds that flee ; 
She waa fair as the angel Trutli ; 
I — as fond as a boy could be. 

Cloudy skies and tlie sullen sliowcrs 
Have dimmed the pleasures that once 



1 had hope like a thought in June, 
She had tears like an April rain ; 
When she spoke, 'twas a song in tune, 
When she sighed, 'twas a rose in pain. 

Wintry ninds and the Btormy sLowers 

Have scattered the sweets from songs and flowers : 

Come, let us fly 

To ft distant sky 
And dwell where the summer may still be ours. 



A COMMON CHAEACTEE. 



I LOYE Jiinif that man so true : 
You love this, — our friend so pleasant. 
With his cordons red iond blue. 
T'other ?— 'Faith, he's but a peasant ; 

Yet I love him. In his eyes 
Lying see I not, nor scorning. 
But the lights within them rise, ' ' 
Clear, and like an April morning : 

Not too warm ; nor yet too cold. 
For, with but a little pressing. 
He will show a heart of gold. 
Past all Californian guessing. 



Look ! nil virtues in him found 
Pierce the outer surface glowing, 
Truth, Love, Courage, Knowledge sound. 
And — a few errors, worth your knowing. 
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SONG FOR ALL SEASONS. 



When March tempesta Btnite the pine, 
Straight I dream of thee and thine, 
And Spring no Boon to be : 



SONG FOR ALL SEASONS. 

When the sweet bee, hour by hour, 
Bifles in the red-rose flower, 
Still I sigh for thee : 

For thy voice, methinks, is ringing 
'Midst the little labourer's singing. 

Busy Insect-Song, 
Delving deep for honey treasure, 
Making very toil a pleasure. 

Buns its life along. 

When the black wild Winter throws 
His icy gauntlet down, and blows 

His trumpet to the Sea ; 
And the great Sea answers loud. 
From his throne amid the cloud, 
Still I think on thee. 

In the departing Summer's night. 
And when the swallow takes her flight 

Over land and sea. 
And, in Autumn storms and thunders, 
Thro' the rain-dark misty wonders, 

I look out for thee. 



To every sound my Spirit wakes, 
From every hue a colour takes. 
That brings me back to thee : 
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A QUESTION ANSWERED. 

Ah ! when wilt thou, so deep in debt, 
Thy scorn, and power, and pride forget, 
And think, for once, of me ? 



A QUK8TI0N ANSWERED. 



" Why do you love ? " 

" You oak me whv ? 
'Tis for a look, a smile, a sigh ; 
A little look that no one notes, 
A little sigh that hither floats. 
And alights upon a tender heart. 
Never felt I pang or smart 
From that soft melodious thrilling, 
That 80 stealeth round and round 
My bosom : Not a single sound, 
Ilarsher than a wood-dove's billing. 
Wakes me from the dreams that creep 
Thorough all my golden sleep. 
Half asleep, half awake, 
In the slumberous joy I slake 
Thirst for knowledge, thirst for power ; 
Yielding, like a bending flower. 
To the influence of the hour. 
— Wherefore ask me why I love ? 
There are reasons here, — above 
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FOK;SAKE ME NOT. 

All your matheniatic reckoning, 

Smiles and looks (I told you) beckouin«j: 

Me from every old annoy, 

Into the summer land of joy. 

I leave behind the storm, the strife : 

I bear with me the sun of life : 

Imagination's wealth is mine : 

The human has become divine ; 

1 bask upon a faery shore : 

I love : I am happy. Well ! — what more ? ** 



FORSAKE ME NOT. 



EousAKE me not, forsake me not. 

When I am dead ! 

Leave me not, tho' life be fled, 

But tend me to the last : 

And tell me, when my love is shed, 

And my mom is overcast, 

Shall I be by all forgot, 

Like a flower whose stem is broken ? 

Ah, watch beside me, gentle maid, 

Let me not in earth be laid, 

Till a token 

Be en^vreathed around me, 
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FROM THE LAMP. 

Binding me to those who stay 
Still beneath the sunny day ; 
Like the love that bound me 
To your heart, so long ago ; 
When the phantom, Death, did call, 
Whispering from beneath his pall, 
With a voice 'tween joy and woe. 
Long ago ! long ago ! 



FKOM THE LAMP. 



♦— 



Feed mc witli the fragrant oil. 
Lest I fade ; lest I die ! 
In my brazen home I toil 
From the dusk till morn is nigh. 
Lighting thee upon thy way. 
So thou mayst not stop or stray, 
As thou travellest alone 
Through the starry lands unknown, 
Or in regions where the streams 
Of Poesy refine the brain 
With sweet thoughts nectareau. 
Often do I bring thee Dreams, — 
Fairy Fancies, that in bands 
Hither glide from haunted lands, 
Where, in deepest forest shade, 
Love is nearest Wisdom laid ; 
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TO THB LAMP. 

Dreams, that, at the midnight drear, 
Thou mayst in the silence hear, — 
Sounds of silver trumpets blown, 
Or the Viol's richest tone, 
Drawn to fine ecstatic length. 
By a master-artist* s strength. 

As a grain, refreshed in need, 
Eiseth from the buried seed 
Into sweet requiting flowers. 
Pleasant in the sultry hours ; 
Peed me now, and in return 
I will rise and I will burn. 
And will bear thee pleasant light 
Through the darkness of the night. 



TO THE LAMP. 



In my youth I fed thee 
With a leamfed oil ; 
In my manhood bred thee 
To a life of toil. 

What has been thy glory, 
Under star or sun ? 
Tell me all thy story ; 
All that thou hast won. 
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A FAREWELL TO VERSE. 

Nothing ! — Thou didst slumber 
Through the wastes of time, 
Or but help to cumber 
Leaves with idle rhyme. 

All our poet-treasure, 
Coin by coin, is strung. 
Let us part : — The measure 
Of the song is sung ! 



A FAEEWELL TO VERSE. 



Sweet Muse ! my friend of many years, — Farewell ! 
Sweet Mistress, who did never do me wrong ; 
But still with me hast been content to dwell 
Through summer days and winter evenings long ; 
Sweet Nurse, whose murmur soothed my soul, Farewell ! 
I part with thee at last, — and with thy song ! 



Never again, unless some Spirit of might, 

That will not be denied, command my pen, 

Never again shall I essay to write 

What thou (I thought ! ) didst prompt : Never again 

Lose me in dreams until the morning light, 

Or soar with thee beyond the worlds of men. 
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A PARBWBLL TO VBRSE. 

Farewell ! — The plumsge drops from off my wing : 
Life and its humbler taaks henceforth are mine ! 
The lark no longer down from Heaven doth bring 
That music which, iu youth, I deemed divine : 
The winds are mute ; the river dares not sing : — 
Time lifts his hand,— and I obey the sign ! 
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